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Clamina A Man 


She was determined to make it his most memorable weekend ever. While she waited 
for his arrival, she got ready: She stripped herself in front of the mirror, swaying as 
she pulled down her panties, and giggling as she unhooked her bra and flung it to 
the bed. She held her breast and whispered seductively, 
“Shady Baby, tonight is the night you claim your man.” 
She spanked her bum and tiptoed to the bed where she dropped her phone. She 
climbed on it, and turning her back on the mirror, twerked as she dialed her 
number. 
“Shady baby, how far?” The voice answered, 
“Ore mi alasiri, Suzzy baby, mo wa pa — Suzzy baby, my confidant, I am really fine.” 
she replied in an ecstatic manner. 
“Your man has arrived?” Suzzy enquired 
“No.” 
“Shady baby.” 
“Yes, ore mi.” 
“Show him why you should be his wife. Give it to him right, left and center.” 
“Correct ore mi!” Shady affirmed as she turned her neck to check her vibrating ass 
through the mirror. She hung up. 

2K KKK 
“Faster!” She moaned and screamed as he smashed his way through her repeatedly. 
On the contrary, he suddenly lost his pace like a dehydrated car, overheated maybe. 
“Baby, Kilode? Wait let me cum. Go faster baby.” Shady persuaded him with her 
eyes closed and lower lip pinned between her teeth. He stopped moving his waist, 
and before she knew what was happening, he slumped on her limp. He had a heart 
attack. 

2K KKK 
“Shady baby.” Suzzy teased as she answered the call, 
“Hello Susan. He’s not breathing.” Shady screamed , panicking. 
“Who?” 
“Pastor Tee.” she wept silently. 
Susan was quick to phrase, “Sister Shade, head usher, please don't call this number 
again.” 
Suzzy hung up, took a deep breath, and mumbled words that sounded like “Alakoba, 
she wan implicate choir cord.” 


The adulterer died on the fornicator. Karma or God’s wrath? 
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Withered Pride 


Rita kept tossing and turning in pain. She held her tummy and screamed for help as 
she laid on the emergency stretcher. 
“Please, I don’t want to die” 
she cried out, but no one paid attention to her. Not the nurses nor the other patients 
in dire need of attention. The emergency section was overpopulated and everyone 
was in need of attention. It all boiled down to whoever wanted it most and could 
afford it first. To get first aid treatment, you must register by buying a card which 
requires a payment of 100 bronze plated coins. And that does not even guarantee a 
proper treatment. The government should build more hospitals in rural areas. You 
can't save more lives when all you have is an ill-equipped hospital in a populated and 
chaotic zone like Kimbata. 
While surviving the daily hustle is a major task on its own, the daily rising rate 
of crime scares the police force; touts were the lords of the town. The rascal that 
threatens you is the same one that possesses the power to save your life. Life in 
Kimbata is a curse; as the media defined it. 
Rita was one of the few exceptions; She wanted more out of life and was very 
interested in schooling. Despite the poor quality of education, she made sure she 
attended all available classes. The school didn’t even have enough teachers to teach 
all the subjects. She would go to school everyday after opening her mum’s kiosk and 
making early morning sales, only to return at night. Her mother complained about 
her lateness, excessively. But Rita always excused herself by saying 
“T went for extra lessons. All I want is to make you proud. I want to become a nurse 
and that requires a lot of hard work.” 
She was everyone's favourite; a young girl that was focused on the future. Their 
neighbours often referred to her as ‘the pride of Kimbata.’ 

KKK 
Her condition deteriorated as she began to vomit blood. This time, caught a nurse’s 
attention and she decided to help her. She was suffering from acute food poisoning. 
She disclosed that her lesson teacher had fed her some rice earlier. She died 
afterwards. 

2K KKK 
Autopsy revealed that she died from abortion complications. Her mother paid 
heavily for it as she cried everyday. She was eager to know what killed her daughter. 
The poison was an overdose of abortion pills given to her by her teacher. She was 
only 16. As expected, the lords saved the culprit and the police did nothing. 
What did he teach her? Practical of reproduction? 
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Beast Of Cowavdice 


Emmanuel was everything I dreamt of before he became my daily nightmare. He 
was caring, loving, generous, and always gave me his undivided attention. He 
understood my desires and met my needs. In return, I willed my all to him. 

My most memorable day was when he proposed to me on his private jet. That was 
the first time I had sex in my life; it felt surreal, not on earth but in the air. We got 
married two months later. 

At first, things went smoothly and then we soon hit the anticlimax. He came home 
every day complaining about the nose dive of the Naira against Dollar. Talked 
about how it was affecting his oil business. Yet, we still lived beyond average. On 
one of his moody days, I advised him about cutting back on our standard of living, 
in return I got the beating of my life. The first that was hotly followed by several 
others. Fortunes brightened again; His business started booming, but he got worse. 
He came home late every night, reeking of alcohol with different shades of lipstick 
on his shirt. There were nights when he shoved his manhood through me violently 
without my consent, he treated me like trash. 

Eventually, he stopped eating at home and frustration set in 

“Ekene you have to persevere. That’s what a good wife would do. You can’t afford to 
make your daughter a product of a broken mariage.” 

That was my parent’s advice. Obviously, they couldn't let go of the monthly influx 
of cash from him. I talked to my pastor and he counseled me about how ungodly 
divorce was. 

Yesterday, Emmy came home with his mistress and threatened to send me packing if 
I didn’t make her dinner. I refused and in return he slapped me silly. I am not sure of 
what came over me, 

I remember praying for strength to persevere that morning. I reciprocated with 
double dose of slaps, hit his crotch with my knee before running into the kitchen. 

I returned with my turning stick and battered his face mercilessly, his mistress 
disappeared before I stood up from his stomach. 

Here we are. Should I drop this guilty feeling or not? 
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Audible Silence 


“She didn’t remain silent because she was silenced.” - Adesua Etomi 
She remained silent so she could build strength. Now, she has become unpredictably 
courageous. 

2K KKK 
“The next time you yell at me I will make you wish you didn’t.” Lanre cautioned 
Binta who wouldnt stop ranting about his level of insensitivity and irresponsibility. 
It was happening again, like it always did since the second month of their marriage. 
He would come in late and drunk, most times violent too. Suddenly, he had stopped 
caring. Binta was no longer his heartbeat and he had stopped being the man that 
illuminated her world with so much hope. She and everyone else who knew her 
story thought she had finally been able to put all types of abuse in her past. She 
believed so much in Lanre; that theirs will be a union of happiness, and death will be 
the only expiry date. She believed a lie, she was blinded by his disguise. 
“What will you do?” 
Binta retorted, 
“Beat me like you always do? Oh, let me guess, you'd pin me down and shove your 
manhood into me as usual.” 
She spoke with so much pain and self-pity, like one who had totally lost the essence 
of living. She cried so loud that neighbours could hear her. They had grown weary of 
settling squabbles for ‘the immature’ couple anyway. The tears didn’t stop, her voice 
kept vibrating till it began to fade. She looked helpless and in unexplainable agony. 
“Lanre, kill me!.” 
She sobbed on. He pushed her away roughly as he made his way up the stairs to the 
bedroom, staggering with every step he took, a bottle of Vodka in his hand. Binta 
went after her husband and clung to his leg. Her act infuriated him so much he 
kicked her off the stairs. She hit her head against the railings as she tumbled before 
eventually landing on her chest with her chin up. For a moment she was gasping for 
air, she laid there helplessly and he didn’t care. 
On sourer days he'd cowardly come back to give her some Muhammed Ali moments. 
The last time it happened she was a hospital patient, today she simply struggled till 
she lay hold of her inhaler. 
Poor Binta. That night she laid on the floor and cursed her luck. She questioned 
herself for getting married too early, she was just 18. It’s only a year after and she 
wished she had waited till she was 25. 


Her suffering doesn’t justify her reason for willing her heart to Lanre in anyway. 
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She needed to be saved from an abusive step-father. He beat her up and raped her 
many times and her mother never cared to believe her. She'd rather call her ‘harlot’ 
for trying to seduce her husband. Oh daughter, no mother! Then Lanre came, like 
that biblical angel who visited once in a long while to stir the pool of Bethesda. He 
came with so much love and promise. He was so convincing Binta couldn't turn him 
down. It was actually good. If you had known them youd say the same. 
She gave everything for this marriage, her body and soul. One could have argued 
that Lanre’s bitterness is as a result of their childless state. But how can that be when 
he started abusing her a week after their honeymoon? He didn’t eat the breakfast she 
made him and like every lovely wife, she had insisted, 
“Sweetness, please a slice of bread will do.” Lanre’s shocking response was, “If your 
father doesn’t want to eat, does your mother force it down his throat? I am not 
hungry!” He yelled too. She protested diplomatically and that was the start of her 
miserable married life. 

KK OKOK 
By the time he woke up the next morning she was gone. She went to the hospital. 
When she got back though, it was to more of his taunts and emotional torture. She 
didn’t say a word. For the first time since the abuse began she apologized for no 
reason. It was unbelievable but he was un broken, 
“Sorry for what exactly? I didn’t fall!” 
She kept quiet, the days (and weeks) after. She cooked his meals, washed his clothes 
and made their bed but never slept in it. Her silence and show of love against all 
his hate left him confused. Nonetheless, he remained stubborn and bossy. They still 
remained worlds apart but the positives were that the battering stopped and she 
regained her beauty, her dark skin in its wealth. She ignored him and began to love 
herself. 
Three months later, Lanre found his conscience again in a strange place. As he drove 
down from work, a voice on the car stereo said, 
“If you are the type of man that beats his wife, you are an animal. You don’t deserve 
that woman. You need help, get it!” 
He got home that night and apologised to her in total remorse. 
“There’s no excuse for all of my actions, I’m sorry. I'll be better. Can we go back to 
how we started?” 
He pleaded with her, in tears like an infant. She hugged him but didn’t say a word. 
That night she slept in his arms on their couch. He woke the next morning to a start 


of something new; Loneliness. She was gone. 
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She left a note, 


“By the time you read this, I'll be long gone. I’m glad we made peace and 
my last memory of you is spending last night in your loving arm. I know 
those demons too well, they would be back again. I left my belongings 


behind to remind you of me.” 
Binta’s instagram page is home for young girls these days. She mentors them and 


her talk show teaches them how to choose the right man for marriage, and counter 


domestic abuse. 
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One Niaht Stand 


This was going to be the best night of my life. What I had always coveted was being 
offered on a platter of gold and on a cold night. The last time she made reference to 
the topic, she laid so much guilt on my heart. 

“Debo, I know you want to have sex with me. How do you think that would feel, 
considering the fact that you are my boyfriend’s friend?” 

I couldn't figure out how to reply her. She was right. We were close, like normal 
friends then I began to see her in realm of my lustful fantasies. We played silly often; 
talk dirty in my friend’s presence until I began to read certain thoughts to her acts. 
Questions about her intention popped up too many times in my head. All to one 
conclusion, what if she wouldn't mind getting down with me. After leaving several 
misdirected clues, I hugged her tightly one night, sniffing the fragrance on her neck. 
That was when she revealed what she figured could be my intention, sleep with her. 
I figured I'd lost my respect so I kept a distance. Played down on everything we used 
to do: chat, play and even gossip. Imagine my surprise when on a cold raining night 
she texted me, 

“T’m cold. Can you come over if you don’t mind?” 

Shocked! I dialled her number. She didn’t pick. She sent a text, 

“Cant pick, there’s no light, battery going off soon. Coming?” 

“Yes” I replied. 

I got ready, rushed to Iya Oyo for a dose of her manpower herb. I couldn't afford 
leaving a fragile impression on our first night. I got some condoms and a bottle of 
her favourite vodka. I didn’t care if I was spending my last cash. The motorcycle rider 
charged more than I normally would have payed but I didn’t hesitate. I consoled 
myself with the excuse that they charge more while it’s raining and that I was lucky 
to even get one at that time ; 10.00pm. 

T arrived at her door with partitioned feelings; half guilt and half erection. I was 
discreet enough not to knock, I sent her a text. 

“Tm at your door. Don't keep ‘us’ waiting.” 

My phone chimed! 

“I just wanted to prove to your friend that you are so desperate to fuck me. I’m at his 
place. Defend yourself when he calls.” 

My phone rang and my conscience which had drowned while reading her text came 
afloat. He was calling. 


I just stood there, confused and stranded. 
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Hues O£ Shame 


My greatest fear has come to pass. I have gotten a lady pregnant. She is someone I 
have known all my life, someone I love, respect and cherish. Still doesn’t give her the 
right to carry my child. These things are complicated. Gloria is pregnant and she isn't 
willing to abort it. I am in a big mess. 
Last week my girlfriend accused me of being unfaithful. She complained about the 
calls and text messages from a certain Aisha. Aisha is a friend. We are in the same 
department. I am in my fourth and final year and she in her third year. She comes 
to me for extra tutorials and that’s it. But really, I cannot shy away from the fact 
that she has a crush on me. Apparently, she calls me too often. She also sends me 
unnecessary text messages. 
I love Rose. I tried to explain to her there was nothing between Aisha and I but 
she didn’t believe. She walked away in tears and reported me to my overprotective 
mother afterwards. I am her only child------ and she is always breathing down my 
neck. 
“Who is this Aisha girl that Rose is talking about?” Mother asked over the phone 
when she called that evening. I tried to explain to her but like Rose, she wouldn't 
listen. She just wanted to pass across her message, 
“If I find out you are dating any other girl aside Rose, I will disown you.” 
Her statement made me angry but I couldn’ say anything. She has that hold on me, 
all mothers do. Later that night, I met with my secret lover Gloria and she sounded 
the same warning. Wow! 

2K KKK 
Gloria and I met yesterday again, I wanted to call it off. I was with Rose before I left, 
Gloria called to inform me that she was at the hotel, and so I made way to leave the 
house. Rose asked where I was heading to but I lied. 
“Who is Gloria?” she probed. I was shocked to hear Rose call her name. How did 
she know? 
“You are a cheat!” she yelled at me, “I overheard you talking to her when I was in the 
restroom. 
Who is she?” 


I stormed out without giving her an answer. 
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“What makes you feel you have any say in this relationship?” Gloria asked after I 
told her I was tired of the relationship. 

“Nobody must know about us, ma. I don’t know if you are, but I am not proud of 
these things we do.” I explained nervously. 

“Young men of your age have sugar mummies. This isn’t strange to the world,” she 
defended herself. 

“Anyway, I have two things to tell you. I think you have had enough of Rose. It is 
time to break up with her.” she commanded. 

“Why?” I refuted. “That leads us to the second thing. I am carrying your baby.” 
“Jesus! You have to abort it” I exclaimed before she could say any other word. 
“There’s no way I am doing that. Break up with Rose, that’s all.” She concluded. I 
was about to take my leave when she reminded me I had to do the regular. 

“This baby needs topping, there’s no leaving this room without at least a round of 
good sex.” She unzipped her gown and revealed her nakedness. Infuriated by her 
act, I opened the door to leave and she pulled the sheet to cover her nudity as she 
stormed after me. I ran into a shocked Rose as I opened the door. She obviously 
heard all we were discussing. She screeched, 

“Mummy!” 

Rose made for the stairs and I ran after her. Unashamed Gloria came after me half 
naked, not minding the fuss she created, she thundered, 

“Eric come back here. I have lost your father. I cannot lose you too. Not to another 
girl.” 

Gloria Nosa is my mother. She lost my father when she was pregnant of me. We 
started having 

sex when I was 13. She became my weakness. I became her piper, she dictated my 
tune. She strongly believes I am a reincarnation of my father. 


Iam confused. Where do I go from here? 
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Kuby 


I never tasted her lips but she kissed my soul. 

She announced her presence like a talking drum, carrying a message of hope and set 
rhythm to my derailed legs. 

Some days she was the sun, too bright to bestow a graceful look on. 

Some days I was her son, pampering me like I was all she lived for. 

Ours was bond too sudden, surging from two strangers who ran into each other in a 
mart. 

Two strangers with different purposes. 

The male there to buy one last bottle of liquor before pulling the plug on his life. 
He had come to accept his fate of misfortune. 


He was a violin without a bow, blinded to the magic of his own beauty. 


The female? She remained a mystery. 

Black and shiny. 

A peaceful chaos, a beauty that stares into a broken mirror. 
With innocent eyes, revealing untold secrets. 

With a strange smile, the expression of pain and contentment. 
She was music inscribed in various notes, 

The high, low, and ordinary key. 

A fusion of all and she never failed to inspire. 

Her life was a dance without music. 

Her words, “the best music is played in the heart to a rhythm of your choice.” 
“Can you please watch where you are going? Gush!” I yelled. 
Her elbow had broken my last sanity bender. 

Anger captivated my soul as the bottle landed on its edge, 

Hate came pouring with every alphabet that formed into words. 


She just smiled on, her beautiful expression not withered by my beastly impression. 


She echoed gently, “it is imperfection that keeps us alive. 

It’s okay to be angry at the world. Fair to be angry at me for spilling your drink. 
However, it is unfair to be angry at yourself for what you can’t change. 

Ignore the pain and embrace the goodness that comes with each day.” 

Those words melted my ego. 

Yet, I stumbled away with my legs clapping unrhythmically. 

Then I grumbled as I vomited over a car on the other side of the road. 

Dear stranger came over and wiped it clean, handed me a bottle of water and guided 


my path into it. 
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She drove me off into a beautiful morning. 

I woke up as a son. 

“Breakfast is ready. There’s coffee and here’s aspirin.” 
She said gently. I broke into tears. 


Stranger gave me in few hours what I was denied of all my life, mother’s love. 


Mother's death change father’s route. 

He was always angry at me for killing his wife while birthing me. 

He ushered me into a path of timid legacy, alcohol. 

He married another that wouldn't stop beating me. 

I quit their lives and that just didn’t stop my world from crumbling further. 
I was the boy with no love. 


Stranger had a name; Ruby. 

I abided in her house for few days. 

The care she exhibited made me afraid of suicide. 

What had changed? 

I soon wandered into my normal route, got drunk again. 

That day, she became the sun, shining with so much anger as a disguise for love. 
She slapped me and said emphatically, 

You conquer one challenge, another one arises. Best way to live is to conquer 


yourself. Don’t waste away!” 


Subtle tears flowed and she wasn’t moved. 

“The world isn’t moved by your tears. They are moved by your courage and the steps 
that follow.” 

I got better. Found my purpose in writing. I carved fortune by expressing my painful 
life as a less 

on for others. 


Six month of Ruby’s touch birthed a novel and a job as a waiter. 


She was healthy for me but sick in her body on most days. 
Her explanation made sense, sickle cell... 


I was never lost in her presence. She became my being. 


On her birthday I gifted the best jewellery my money could buy. 
Ecstatically she said, “thank you. You are my diamond. I’m so glad of what you've 


become. You're shining and that gives me joy.” 


Oh Ruby! 
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“Breakfast is ready.” I called out. 

Silence as a response prompted me to approach her room. 

I opened her door and she just lay there with a smile, frozen, without air. 
She was gone, too soon. 


I cremated her and made my bed her resting place. 
Today I got a mail from the dead. Backdated! 


“How come you never kissed me? You'll only get this mail upon my death, from 
cancer. I just want you to know that you extended my life span by five months. 
Doctors’ report said I had six weeks, until I found you. It is soothing to know I died 
as a fulfilled woman. Thank you for giving me 


more to live for.” 
Even in death, she remained a mystery. 


I never tasted her lips but she kissed my soul. 
Oh Ruby! 
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Kunle Meo 


Heyo! People be zaying I look like falz the bad guy. They zay my oyinbo speaking 

iz like him. What a honor. Bet asually my name is Kunle meko, arabambi one of 
Ibadan mekanic. I fiz different carz, especially Datsum and Benz. If your wifi should 
turn to car I wee fiz ha, for example you can axe Iya Rashida the wift of my landlord. 
She konplain of overheating and I help her cool her radiator, I top her oil too. She 


enjoy my savis so tey she start coming for engine sec like hawa dele bread. 


After a y, I make her to realize that her engine aff tayad. She start to take her V-boot 
to Mukaila my friend. 

To be fear, iz becos of one geh. Her name is Monsura. Her confidence temperature 
iz high like Mercy Johnson with yellow pawpaw skin like Lilian Bach. Monsura 
alignment is balanze like muscle. Sheez a student of poly Ibadan. I toast Monsura, 
“Baby gimi independenze of your hat, I promise to be your Django. I wee be your 
security like commando. You make my hat yori yori like bracket. Permission me to 
be your boyfriend, I promise not to koni you like Johnny.” 

She we just be laffin for me. She we say “ya not my type. Ya not go school.” Silly geh, 
ordinary poly not university. Iz nor her fort. Well, Monsura haz been call me since 
last week bet I no pick. I chop small surebet, simple 1.7 milla pere. She even text me 


that she wantu do project. Ahn ahn, shikin shange and aff become project fame. 
This life! 


So, shalla to all the bebes saying, “Ya not my type. Ya not spoke good English.” You 
need the plus of CAC and MFM deliver. Street ti take over, iyalaya ‘ya not my type’. 
Fuck dat shit! 
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Workaholic 


“Nne, you have to quit this job. I understand the fact that you're being resourceful, 
but I am sure you can get a job that isn’t as demanding as this and with a better pay.” 
Nneka laid her head on my chest as I tried to convince her. She ran her fingers 
through my chest and mumbled, 
“Baby, I thought we already agreed on this. I will resign after our wedding.” 
I disagreed with air of understanding, “you shouldn't wait till then before you drop 
your resignation letter. The earlier the better. It's only two months to our wedding 
and you haven’ even taken time out to monitor how our plans are being executed. | 
mean, we both know how much youd want a perfect wedding.” 
“Okay baby.” She submitted. 
I went ahead to share my concern about how she always complained of being tired 
whenever we spoke over the phone. I looked down and realized she was fast asleep. 
The job was taking its toll on her. Whenever she came over for the weekend she was 
always sleeping, we hardly have time to talk. She spends an average of fourteen hours 
daily, working on weekdays. 

2K KKK 
I lost my job few weeks later. I was a signatory to a fraud I wasn’t aware of. 
Apparently my boss, a management level employee committed that particular 
fraud but someone had to be the scape goat. My optimism on getting another 
job notwithstanding, it became unreasonable to ask Nne to leave her job because 
we needed money to tidy up wedding plans and sustain ourselves in the first few 
months of marriage. My savings won't be enough. 
Nneka was very supportive. I couldn't have wished for a better woman. I tried my 
luck with various businesses as the wedding drew near. I took a large chunk of my 
savings and invested it in importing and sales of cars. I was at the port one day when 
someone tapped me on the shoulder from behind. 
“Chima!” 
“Mekus Mekus” he shouted as we hugged. Chima and I were roommates in the 
university. Wewere like brothers. He left the country for China after our service year 


and we lost contact. 
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“Guy, where have you been?” I asked joyfully. He dragged me to the port’s bar so we 
could catch up on old times. We talked at length and I told him how I lost my job. 
He was happy to know that I was getting wedded. He hailed my decision to settle 
down as courageous, that he wasn't ready to do so soon. 

He promised to help with the wedding, I didn’t have to ask. He informed me about 
his plans to open an ICT company in Nigeria before returning to China. He had 
done well for himself. While we were still chatting a very beautiful lady walked in, 
she appeared to be in her early twenties. 

Chima introduced us, 

“Mekus meet my sheken.” he turned to her and asked, “What's your name again 
darling?” 

“Redeem.” she blushed. I didn’t need to be told that she was one of his several girls. 
I called Nne that night and gisted her about the reunion. She sounded uninterested. 
She was exhausted, as always. If everything goes as planned, I will have a job in 


coming months; as a manager in Chima’s company. She would eventually quit her 
job. 

2K KKK 
T arrived at the hotel where Chima lodged. The receptionist put a call through to 
him and I was told to wait. He was on his way down, We had a previous agreement 
to open a current account for the funding of the company’s operation that morning. 
He finally came down after about ten minutes of waiting. 
“Mekus no vex.” Our shoulders kissed in compliments. 
He whispered, 
“I say make I sharply use one round with the sheken. As per nothing goes for 
nothing.” 
“Chima the mad man.” I hailed him. 
The sheken finally came down, it wasn’t Redeem. It was another beautiful lady. 
Chima wore a mischievous smile as he introduced her, “Mekus meet my sheken, 
what's your name again darling?” She was in total discomfort, unlike Redeem who 
beamed with gladness. 
I wanted to do many things at once. I wanted to cry, laugh, scream even die in that 
minute. I thought I'd go mad. A smirk across my face, I finally said..., “Chima, meet 
my fiancee.” Nneka ran out of the hotel. 
Suddenly it made sense. How she managed to meet up with her monthly target 
as a marketer. Why she is always fagged out after work on week days. Why her 
promotions came steadily. What a typical case of workaholism! 


Our wedding is in three weeks. 
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Fools In Love? 


“So what prank do we pull today?” I asked my roommate in a bid to snap him out of 
his bad mood. 

We were in our final year and we had planned that our final prank will be the biggest 
on campus. Bolaji, my roommate is such a fantastic schemer, evil schemes especially. 

“T am not in the mood for pranks Jide,” Bolaji answered, uninterested in my 
proposal. But I didn’t give up, I kept persuading him to liven up. I need a regular 
Bolaji back for a record breaking prank. The jovial, mischievous, troublesome and 
everyone’ favourite, Bolaji. 

I feel for the poor boy. He had a fight with his girlfriend and now that he’s trying to 
make up for being too judgmental instead of objective, she just isn’t ready to listen. 
He couldn't understand because during their four years of being together, they have 
had greater misunderstandings than this one and their world didn’t vibrate. Just an 
argument about who the lead actor in a movie is, and their relationship is seriously 
staggering. Maybe he took it too far by screaming at her to shut up. But then I know 
these two, they say crazier stuffs to each other all the time. He calls her bitch and she 
calls him crazy. It’s fun being around them whenever they call themselves names and 
it made me jealous. 

I kept trying to get him into the prank project anywa, I believed he needed the fun 
to drift out of his current state. 

“Jide, can you believe what Gloria just texted me?” His voice denoted an integration 
of anger and anxiety. 

“What?” I quickly asked like a concerned friend. He tossed the phone to me and 

I was shocked to realize she broke up with him. I called her and she hung up after 
yelling at me. Her words, 

“tell your friend ’'m fed up with his attitude. ’m done. Fuck off!” 

Wow! I wondered if this was really happening. Instantly, Bolaji fixed a stick of 
cigarette between his lips and lit it up. 

“Come on! I’m sure we will sort this out before today ends. Please calm down.” 

I’ve experienced his emotional rage countless times, and smoking is always the first 
step to his eruption. 

“Can you imagine?” he puffed out smoke as he expressed himself. 

“IT was hoping it would be a makeup message or at least a text wishing me happy new 
month. But no! My girlfriend broke up with me few minutes into my birth month. 
Can you imagine?” 

His scream let out an outburst of saliva and smoke. 

Another attempt at calming him was magical. It was too easy. He smoked one more 
stick and proposed that we went to bed. 
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KKK 


“Hey sleepy head, wake up.” Bolaji’s voice jerked me into reality. Darn it! I was in a 
strip club. It was 5 O’clock in the morning. 
“What is it now? Ah,” I grumbled. I was just about to receive a strip dance. 
“The prank, I thought of something.” He sounded ready for business and that 
motivated me to sit up. 
“What did you think of?” 
He wanted to play dead and have me make a panic run all through the hostel. 
“That will surely be the prank of the year. So, how do we go about it?” I enquired 
about the details of the devious plan. 
“T’ve got it covered. Just Trust BJ. It’s good for you to share in the surprise too,” 
he joked. I was glad to see him in high spirit again. I stepped out of the room and 
moved into action. 
“Somebody help, Bolaji isn’t breathing!” I ran across the hall, banging from door to 
door. With tears that could earn a deserving award for the Best Actor in a Crying 
Role, if there was such award. 
Within four minutes of my madness, I was able to gather the whole hostel in front 
of our room. Somehow no one entered the room before I finally forged my way 
through the mini crowd. I made to open the door so as to reveal that they had been 
fooled and I realized it was locked. I couldn’t help but wonder if that was another 
strategy in Bolaji’s plan. Spontaneously, I lied, 
“T jammed the door in a rush on my way out. We need to break it down and get him 
to the hospital now! 
The tension heightened. Within me I vowed that Bolaji was going to pay for any 
damage on the 
door. We finally forced it opened and I screamed “April fool”. But there he was, 
hanging from the ceiling, tongue sticking out and eyes half opened. 
He was dead by the time we brought him down. On the floor below him was a 
suicide note that 
read, 
“How can I live without Gloria? Tell her I’m sorry and that I love her.” 

SRK KOK 
As we transferred his body into the ambulance, his phone chimed. I pulled it out to 
check who it was that had sent a text message. It was his mum wishing him a happy 
new month and asking him what he wanted for a birthday gift. Guilt enveloped 
my conscience. I felt like I was the reason he was dead. I shouldn't have proposed 
a prank. How do I bring myself to tell her that Bolaji hung himself? I wept like an 


infant. 
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Then Bolaji’s phone rang out. I picked up and before I could say a word she 
proceeded. 
“How can I live without you, Bolaji? I love him. I enjoyed fooling you though. April 
fool baby!” 
I wanted to cut her short but she wouldn't let me. 
“You don’t have to say anything baby. Can you please come pick me outside your 
hostel? I can see a crowd gathering from where I stand and you know | am the shy 
type.” 
You know who. 

2K KKK 
As we prepare for Bolaji’s candle light precession, I can’t help but think that life 
fooled us all and tricked him to die. I am yet to hear from Gloria. The news of 
Bolaji’s demise broke her. Rumour has it that she isn’t responding to treatments at 


Yaba left. I sincerely pray that isn’t true. April 1st is just an expensive joke! 
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Withered Vow 


I felt the cold steel go warm as I locked my finger on the trigger hole and dragged it 
in the reverse motion. One shot and the deed was done, a thunderous bang sound 
and sudden plastering of the wall with several pieces of dispersed skull with blood 
dripping over white thick substance. 

What have I done? The gun fell off my hands unconsciously. I dropped on my knees 
shivering and whimpering as I stretched my vibrating hand to feel her. She was cold, 
gone too soon, death brought upon her by the man who always loved her. Guilt 
engulfed my soul, what was left of her eyeball gawking at me motionlessly. Her eyes 
which always inspired me of beauty divine had suddenly become ghostly. I had a 
choice not to do it. 

It was life as usual and it was beautiful in an unusual manner. I had a great job, 
gracious wife and two boys. The year was rounding off and we had gotten a deserve 
break from our jobs and schools. Christmas was lit. We desired for the New Year 
celebration to be better. We made plans to prepare a three course meal and invite 
our friends over. On the morning of New Year Eve, I had gone out to get drinks, 
foodstuffs and the needed groceries. I’d rather have my woman doin 

g chores than going through the stress of festive period shopping; the whole street 
becoming a chaotic marketplace. 

I was about to set the lamb on the grilling steel when I realized I didn’t get olive 

oil and white wine. Without both, my favourite marinade is incomplete. My hand 
was messy from dissecting the lamb so wife proposed to go get them. I kissed her 
goodbye and chipped in, 

“Don't keep me waiting Abike. Get them and come straight home. I don’t want my 
wife staying out too long on New Year's Eve.” She eased into a smile and responded, 
“TIl be right back.” 

Minutes later my older son Sam came running with his iPad. He is just 10, very 
intelligent and book smart. 

“Easy son,” I warned, noting the fact that a fall was inevitable if he didn’t slow down. 
His younger brother John was engrossed with riding his bicycle. 

“Slow down, there’s no school tomorrow, there will be adequate time to help you 
with you assignment.” 

“Daddy no, not my assignment. This.” He handed me his tab. 

BREAKING NEWS: W.H.O WARNS NIGERIANS TO STAY INDOOR TO 
AVERT BEING AFFECTED BY A MYSTERIOUS PLAGUE. 

A caption on BBC Africa website. 
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“John, Sam, inside now!” I ordered. They rushed inside and I locked the door after 
I was inside. I turned on the TV and there was a Breaking News of like manner on 
Channels TV, the plague had started. I was desperate to go and search for my wife 


but my sons wouldn't let me. Sam said to me, 


“Tt’s not safe Dad, Mum will be fine. She will hide.” I hugged both boys and prayed 


that their mother was safe. 


The plague passed. My wife came home but things weren't the same. She was looking 
so pale and had a high fever. She had been infected by the plague. I drove her to 

the nearest Plague Counter Centre where she was treated. Outside the centre were 
several posters explaining the various stages of the infection with symptoms and 
what to do. 


A monkey had changed the life of every Nigerian. It was suffering from a certain 
disease, after fighting to stay alive he died in a river where so many birds drank from. 
The doom was easily spread among the birds till it got to us. So many said it was 
a plot by the Western world to reduce our population. Others said the gods were 


angry. It didn’t matter, my wife was infected and I wanted her to get well. 


She slept in the visitors’ room, away from our sons and me. She talked about how 
her presence was a danger to us. Our lives changed on New Year day. I woke up and 
heard her barking and roaring at intervals, in pain. I rushed to the visitors’ room 
and encountered such aggression like I have never seen before. She ran after me with 
the intention of hurting me. She could no longer control her emotions, she was lost 


beyond rationality. The poster at the Counter Centre stated, 


“The only way a human can be infected by another human is by a bite. Stay away, if 


you cant, get a weapon. No one will accuse you for self-defense.” 


Memories flash through my head as I ran towards our room. For better for worse. 
Till death do us part. In sickness and in health. For richer or poorer. 


I was willing to die in her embrace but for our sons. I got into the room and grabbed 
my gun from under my pillow. I felt the cold steel go warm as I locked my finger 


into the trigger hole and dragged it in the reverse motion. 


I broke my vow. I ended her life. There are Zombies everywhere. 
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Heroes At Heart 


“Nooooo0000!” 


I screamed with a drag of heavy and wavering breath. I took cover behind a small 
rock that rested chaotically in the forest, you could tell by the scars it wore that it 
had stopped several bullets and saved many lives, mine in that doomed moment. 
But that wasn’t Musa’s case, I reached for his lose stretched arm but I was too late. 
Another round of bullets from multiple AK47 rifles pierced his body and sent him 
reeling backwards as he fought for his life. His body became a fountain of blood and 
dyed his uniform to several shades of red. The bullets didn’t stop, another one hit his 
collar bone and he yelled, 


“Halima!” 

His daughter. He was all she had and that was soon to end. His wife died when 

the terrorist raided their village three years before. That attack was his reason for 
enrolling in the army. We met on our first day in camp as recruits, I left my family in 
Tjebu for the same cause. Musa and I were inseparable. He was a good man. 

After a long time of staggering he fell on his knees with honour. He reached for his 
side arm in other to take his own life but the sons of whores didn’t let him. One 
more bullet was sent into his skull, it unveiled his brain as blood gushed out in 
struggle. I just sat back in cowardice and hoped for a miracle. I wanted to fight but I 
was out of bullets. As I waited for death, their footstep became louder as the seconds 


expired; I saw agony in his eyes. One last drop of tears and he was gone. 


We got information two days before that the terrorists were changing camps. As 
far as we knew the information was authentic. Moral was high, all the men were 
motivated by further information that the Chibok girls were going to be in transit 


too. That wasn’t to be, it was a case of the bush meat trapping the hunter. 


“This is an ambush. Retreat!” Captain Malo ordered. His response was a bullet to the 
p p 
neck, followed by a chorus of, 
“Basukka! Basukka! Incoming!” 
We ran for cover in different directions. It was a rain of bullets and reign of deaths. 
g 


Bloody terrorists, they kept shouting, 
“Allahu Akbar” “ sai,kuffar - infidels.” 
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The bullets stung like bees, one grazed my arm too. 


Death was upon me. I kissed my rosary and said the Lord’s prayer. Suddenly I heard 
them scrambling and clamouring for cover. Calvary arrived and showed them no 
love from air. I decided to use the distraction to my advantage but that didn’t end 
well as I was hit by a friendly that ended my career and retired me on a wheel chair. 


A bullet to the spine. 


I shake my head at civilians that criticise the military for being brutal. Please, do not 
tell a soldier that he doesn’t know the cost of war. What’s fun to eyes that sees lifeless 
bodies daily? We were trained to defend this territory at the cost of our lives. The 
only fun we know is victory. We won’ give up now that we are almost there. We will 
stop this madness called Boko Haram and 

bring back our girls. All of them, 21 is a glimpse of hope. 


“70 men of the Nigerian army were killed in a crossfire with Boko Haram in the 


early hours of yesterday...” 


Isn’t that how it’s recorded? Even in death you still don’t know our names, just 


numbers. 
We are your family too. When last did you pray for us? 


God bless Nigeria. God bless the Nigerian Army. We are the real heroes, whose 
courage remains tireless. 
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Mildved 


One shot was all I desired. One shot to feel what I saw. One shot to lay my erection 
to rest, having been stirred by her daring and revealing looks. 

She was beauty to my eyes but vain to my heart. She had firm breasts as her pose 
revealed. Shiny black skin like that which is immersed in the richest chocolate. She 
was wow and fire! 

But that’s just it, | thought within me. She possesses the looks of an African woman, 
definitely not her act. I lust after her body yet curse her for being a temptation. 

Hell no! She can’t be my sister, she wouldn’t dare. 

How can any deserving future wife strip her body for the sake of art? 

“Can I get a better pose?” 

He requested before putting his camera to work. 

She flipped her hair, shifted her hips outward slightly as she bent over to touch 

her toes not minding how much the red jacket she wore revealed. She eased into a 
seductive smile and my balls shrugged. She was death in beautiful ways! 

I was gone, too soon. I ignored my duty as the light man and took hundred naked 
shots of her in my head. I became envious of the photographer. I'd swear I saw S on 
her chest, I just couldn’t look away. I guess that’s why she is a Super model. I drifted 
into erotic thoughts and hoped for a night with her, one that will be as convincing as 
the role she played. With a dirty smile that got my eyes probing between her thighs I 
concluded within me, 

“No way. She can’t be a role model. Maybe the S her cleavage revealed meant sexy 
and not super after all.” 

Now the day was over. She swayed into the costume room and I broke a light 

gazing at her waistline as she walked past me. She wore a tiny waist bead that 
complemented the light stretch mark it wrapped. 

“No way she isn’t an escort!” 

Then came the wait of disappointment. I lurked in the dark in anticipation of her 
exit from wardrobe room but she didn’t come out. I stepped in graciously and rushed 
out shamefully. She was gone. How did I miss her? There are no back doors. 

I drove away in distraction from the music that played on my car stereo. Paused 
halfway home to get dinner. Seated in the right corner of the eatery was another girl, 
a true beauty, a non-compromised African woman by my definition. 

She was crowned with a golden turban and clothed in flamboyant Ankara fabric that 


touched her toe; an exhibition of royalty. 
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“Mama Mia! This one is take home to mama.” I whispered as I approached her. 

She was welcoming, unlike the sexy model that slipped away. Got me wondering 
why the mischievous ones play hard-to-get. Her name was Mildred and she spoke 
with so much value. She was class and pride! 

I offered her a ride home but she declined respectfully, 

“My husband is coming to get me.” Why are the good ones always taken? With a 
pinch of disappointment and loads of admiration I commended her, 

“He’s very lucky to have you.” “Thanks. I'd say ’'m luckier to have him.” 

I swear the babe burst my brain gan! 

Hubby soon arrived and we said our goodbyes. Mehn! Echoes of her parting words 
got me into limbo for about a minute, 

“Goodnight Mr. Kunle, by the way you are good with the light. Well done.” 

It was same girl. There was the job and there was the life after. She was passionate 
about her art but even more passionate about not letting that soil her acts. Isn't that 
the type of heart to lay claim to? 

No wonder she’s called Mildred; gentle strength indeed. I wouldn't miss if I got one 
shot. 
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Her 


She smiled at you 

and you reciprocated with a frown 

She informed you that she was hungry 

and you called her a beggar 

She walked beside you 

and you hastened away 

She was exhausted by the trouble of her world 
you only saw that she’s poverty stricken 

She needed your care 


but you only saw her ill health 


When she worries 

you call her sorry 
When she cries 

you call her a liar 
When she sleeps 

you only hear her snore 
When she’s sad 

you call her dirty 


Then it happened 

She found a Samaritan who gave her all 

who gave her a new world 

who paid attention to her well being 

who made evil feel good 

who taught her that the world is a cruel place 


and gave her eternal peace 


He gave her eternal peace 

He brainwashed her 

He leveraged on her loneliness 
He capitalized on your ignorance 
He gave her a bomb 

He gave her false beliefs 

She is that suicide bomber 

The one you rebelled 

She is that child 
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The one that disgusts you 
She is that dead 


The one you curse 

She is that family 

The one you said wasn't blood... 
Blood doesn’t make us family 


Love makes us one 


The world will be a better place without discrimination 
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A Woman 


Guilt welled up within and I stopped kissing her. 
With eyes like an infant she launched into my soul, 


And paddled through with the voice like Eve. 


Let me feed on you like a pot of cooked unbroken noodles, 
Each drag slow and steady 
With a bold hand and a heart so dirty 


Let me take all of you into me 

Deriving great satisfaction from the aroma you emit 
Clawing what's left of you into my mouth with my nails 
Each lick warmer than the previous 


With soft lips and a tongue so vain 


Fill me up 

Enough to last me till the next 

Give me life 

With smiles that will take nights to fade away 

Give me all of you 

And Id leave you empty by the time this night is over 


With my heart in my mouth I wondered, 
How can she say that with so much lustful innocence? 


She belongs to another and that didn’t seem to matter. 


Then it occurred to me that she is just a woman. 
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For Love's Sake 


I know how it feels to be in love. The warmth it brings to your soul, and the grief you 
feel when you are worlds apart. The peace you find in your lover’s eyes, and the chaos 
your being experiences when those eyes birth tears. The excitement that comes with 
their presence, and the loneliness that is created by their absence. 
What I will never understand is how it feels to die for love. Dead people don’t feel 
anything. So,why should you die for love when you can live for it? 

2K KKK 
I watched him die for love. I saw the pain in his eyes. With each struggle he 
whimpered. At every turn his soul screamed, rebelling at the injustice of it all. He 
suffered from multiple fractures, trickling blood like a punctured pipe. He was 
helpless and everyone who caught sight of him couldn’t bear to have a second look. 
A Good Samaritan arrived but it was all too late. He gave up the ghost while being 
lifted into thecar, the action merely perfunctory. One last long laboured breath and 
that was it. He was gone, gone too soon. He died for love. 

2K KKK 
Fadesewa and I had been friends for years. We had feelings for each other but the 
time was never right. I was beginning to give up on a possibility of our union when 
fate handed us a second chance. She relocated to Ibadan where I reside. After several 
months of chatting and talking she decided to visit. We connected like old times 
and it became more obvious that we were meant for each other. We talked, listened, 
sharing memories and regrets, easing our hearts of past aches and filling itwith 
renewed hope for the future; we played naughty and kissed till we kissed again. 
The day vanished upon us, it was dark and it was time for her to leave. I wished she 
wouldn't but I wasn’t ready to rush her. I told myself it didn’t matter, as long as we 
spent the rest of our lives together. As I walked her to the junction I wrapped my 
hand around her waist and made her laugh. While we waited for the next available 
cab, I hugged her tightly like I would never let go. Everyone who walked past us 
either envied or adored us. I sighted an empty cab and flagged it down. I gave her 
that last kiss before saying goodbye. 
“Yeepa. Romeo and Juliet things. I go love o!” 
A man shouted from the other side of the road. 
A split second of divided attention and that was all it took. 
He ran smack into a car speeding out of a sharp corner. The car hit him and his bike 
with gut wrenching force. Bones broke, skin spit, blood splattered, his body sprawled 
on the cobbles in an awkward and ungainly pose. A mangled mess. The car speed 
away leaving nothing but a twisted, gory corpse. 
He died. Died from admiring Sewa and I. He died for love. 
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Only You 


My own, 


Irrespective of how archaic it sounds, I can never grow too old to say you are the 
sugar in my tea. Because that is the truth, with you my mind has grown younger. 

You are like a lily that springs forth in the middle of Sahara; the mystic wonder of my 
existence. I don’t know why I love you this much but I am sure you are nothing like 
the others; you are beautiful, fierce and wild. Meeting you was a love-fatal accident 
that has given me purpose. 

Before I met you, I had the best bad behavior but with your arrival I became a better 
person. I was willing to change for you, I want to spend the rest of my life with you; 
can we live our lives one happy day till the next? 

Whenever I look at your face I see a portrait of hope. Last night I took a deep stare 
into your eyes and I saw a new world; a place where the moon was cooler, the stars 
brighter, the sun gentler and the sky bluer. I saw you and I in a world without friends 
or foes; a kingdom where our love blossomed like the flowers in it. 

A place where there was no death or tragedy; the one emotion we understood was joy. 
An empire where the only temptation I had was you. Where we renewed our vows 
every morning; trading words of unending love. 

We lived a life where all that mattered to you and me was me and you, knowing that 
the health and longevity of our union depends on the choices we make with each day 
that unveils. You are mine and I am yours. If you die , we die, but first we live. I don’t 
want to be just a page in your history book; I want to be the thrill in every chapter 
and the happy ending whenever it comes. I am quite skeptical about what the future 
holds, but I know there is no future without you. 

Loving you is the purest feeling I’ve ever had. I know you think you are not good 
enough for me, but a chance at a life together is greater than the risk of being apart. 
Loving you will be about celebrating the things we have other than regretting 
whatever we lack. I am in awe of how fortunate I am to have you. I am but an 
ordinary man who has fallen in love with an extraordinary woman. | do not want to 
be carried away in the euphoria of this moment; I want you to be the rest of my life. 
As impossible as it sounds, I look forward to dying in your arms and you in mine. 
Stop struggling to comprehend; this letter cannot adequately express how] feel about 


you. I love you. 


Femi Fraaile 
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Mama Naomi 


The only reason I haven't evicted them is the fear of God, and of course this mumu 
legal rights that the law affords tenant. If not I would have shown the foolish woman 
the other side of me. She won't quit poke-nosing in my family affairs. Meanwhile her 
husband is still jobless 0. All he does is read newspapers and listen to his transistor 
radio all day. Ordinary JAMB, their daughter cannot pass. 

Sorry jare. It’s not as if I am a hater. It’s just that human beings are wicked. I met 
Mama Naomi in the church. She is the leader of the group of ‘good women’, I learnt 
of her search for accommodation and rented my BQ to her and her famil, I was 
being a Good Samaritan. You wouldn't believe that she suspended me from the group 
because my daughter got pregnant out of wedlock. I had hoped that she will conceal 
my secret. Only for her to smash it with sermons of, 

“T have to lead by example. The purpose of this group is to make sure we take good 
care of our home. Mrs. Coker is hereby placed on two months suspension for 
negligence in the handling of her daughter.” 

I was pained. I met the culprit that impregnated my daughter secretly and we settled. 
My baby is presently in Amsterdam as we speak. God is good. He has shamed my 
enemies. Shameless Mama Naomi will still knock at my door and ask for salt. 

The silly woman still has the audacity to ask after my daughter. I stopped going to 
church because of her hypocrisy. 

Anyway, NEPA did the usual again last night and I decided to put on the generator. 
You can imagine how intrigued I was when I heard her ask Naomi who impregnated 
her while walking behind their window on my way to the gen house. I paused and 
paid attention. She donated a loud ‘abara’ to her back and Naomi screamed, 
“Father!” 

“What do you mean by father?” Mother asked her daughter, “I said who is 
responsible for this pregnancy?” 

Naomi cried out again, “It is father.” I quickly peeped. Mama Naomi rushed to her 
husband and bit him. The foolish man screamed JESUS. I always knew he was up to 
no good. 

Disappointment set in when Naomi yelled 

“Not daddy,” in an attempt to restrain her mother. 

“Father Andrew. He is responsible for my pregnancy.” 

“What!” I have been angry since then. It should have just been her father. I am going 
to scatter that church on Sunday. Secrets will be unveiled. Why does it have to be 
the same man that impregnated my daughter? Let him prepare to save either his 


priesthood or manhood. 


Narratives ——_—_—____—_————- 96 


Shrouded Love 


Mrs. Smith 


The truth is I don’t deserve this man. He is more than I wished for. He is everything 
that I never imagine I'd have. And even now that I’m overshadowed by his love ’'m 
not sure there’s anything I will do to appreciate him enough, as I have never done. 
He treats me as if I have no imperfection and takes the blame for the storm in our 
lives, as if being barren is a sorrow for husbands. 

He keeps telling me, 

“As long as I have you I have everything. I didn’t marry you because I thought our 
marriage wont have its stormy phase. I did because I found happiness in you. We will 
have a child in good time.” 

There are days that I nag and accuse him of not caring enough. Moments when I 

act in such insensitive and irritating manner, yet he doesn't lose his calm. He scolds 
then pampers me, no day begins without him going on his knees to pray for us. He 
is at war with his family for my sake. He stopped picking his mother’s call because 
she suggested he got another wife. He rarely hang out with his friends, he strongly 
believes that the more time we spend together, the higher our chances of getting 

me pregnant. The doctor says there’s nothing wrong with either of us. He doesn’t 
have a low sperm count and I don’t have a problem with my womb. I consider 
myself fortunate not to be negative on the latter after several nights of jumping from 
nightclubs to the bed of different so-called classy men. Needless to remind myself of 
how many foetus has been flushed out of me. 

I got so good at it I introduced others to it. I was the happening girl who had all 

she wanted, now I am a married woman who lacks one thing that makes a marriage 
whole. I don't have friends any longer and I’m not sure how and when most of them 
left me. I don’t know what the problem is, perhaps karma is reaching out to me for 
leading a wayward life. The sex is good, It has always been good since I met him 
during our NYSC days. He gives it to me in every way and in any place, as it pleases 
me. Youd see why marrying him wasn't difficult; from a rich family, caring and his 
shoe size reflects between his legs, size 45. He organised a vacation trip to South 
Africa and proposed to me at the airport, with the harmonious voice of the Soweto 
Choir singing Banky W’s “Yes/No in acappella. We flew to Barbados two days later, 
luxury at its peak. His loyalty hasn't wavered since. We got lucky eight months ago, 
I got pregnant. He was more shocked than happy, I couldn't fathom the reason for 
his sudden solitude. He got me a car to celebrate it though. I had a miscarriage two 
months later. I am four months pregnant again, good news for me and the man I had 
a fling with if I choose to tell him, hubby’s brother. 
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I can choose to blame it on the alcohol but he was also responsible for the first one. 
We were high on both occasions but the deed was done with a naked knowledge of 
it. Ours isn't a home, it is a place of shrouded secrets. But anything would do for 


happiness. 
Mr. Smith 


We have been married for three years now and I have been nothing but an attractive 
chameleon. A mission driven husband. 

As a member of the tempered tiger fraternity while on campus, I had to do a lot of 
fetish things to stay alive. It was a game of kill but not get killed. I took a number of 
lives so don’t blame me for going an extra mile to protect myself. 

My search for power made me sojourn to Ijebu-igbo where I was bathed with warm 
water and the venom of various snakes for seven days by Baba Ogun. I was further 
protected from death by spending seven hours in a coffin. I paid for the coffin of a 
freshly buried aged man to be unearthed as Baba Ogun instructed, the older the dead 
the longer I get to live.Every bullet melted at the sight of my skin, all axes and cutlass 
bent when they kissed it. I knew what I was doing but I did it anyway. Baba Ogun 
made me choose between whom to sacrifice, my mother or my unborn children. I 
would have chosen my mother as she was terribly sick at this time and I was eager 

to end her suffering but the charm will lose its potency when she dies. As for my 
unborn children, one bullet was dedicated to each of them. My wife will never get 
pregnant, I will never have a child of my own. It shouldn't be difficult for you to 
understand why I dedicated my life, love and wealth to my wife. Youd also see why I 
was utterly shocked to know she was pregnant the first time. 

Wifey was so happy in the shortwhile she was pregnant, to my relief she lost the baby. 
She grieved badly and it killed me to watch her hurt knowing that I was the architect 
of her misfortune. Just in case you're wondering why I didn’t undo the charm 
considering the fact that I was out of university and miles away from death treat, 
Baba Ogun did warn me sternly. 

“Anyone who tries to unman you of this charm will lose his life and bring you to 
your death. I am the only one with the right to break it. If you need to destroy it, 
come to me only.” 

He died a month after I passed out from NYSC. There is only one word for my 
tribulations, ‘Nemesis’. 

I soon got some consolation few months later, I was robbed and shot at on the 
highway. Odeshi! I was attacked when I went for my transcript two years ago, rival 
cults don’t forget the face of a man that gave them hell. I was shot at again and again, 


ko wole! I decided to let the charm be, for the same reason it was created. 
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For every business trip I went on I made sure I slept with at least three girls without 
condom. It didn’t make any difference but I felt peace knowing my wife wasn’t the 
only one losing all her child. I paid each girl as much as 50k for their loss. As for my 
wife I remained the best husband. 

It is indeed true that money answers all things. 

I made an early return from my trip one day to meet the abominable sight of my 
brother and my wife, both of them lost in the heat of sexual pleasure. An engine 
problem while out of town had ensured that I took a cab home that day. On my 
arrival the gate man was at his duty post but it wasn’t the same for my wife. I 
knocked for about five minutes while calling her phone at intervals, there was no 
response. It is a big house so I decided to go in through the back door. I assumed 
she was sleeping. When I eventually set my eyes on them in their lost lustful state, I 
wanted to shout, scream, cry and laugh all at once but somehow, I didn’t. Without 
them noticing, I slipped out again and went to clear my head at a hotel. I even spent 
the night with two girls. 

Now that she’s pregnant again I hope she never considers confessing to me. I hope 
she doesn't lose it this time. I forgive younger brother. I will make sure the baby’s 
christening is bigger than our wedding. 

Ours isn't a home, it is a place of shrouded secrets. But anything would do for 


happiness. 
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The Vow 


My woman, standing here with you in this moment is the new beginning I have 
always relished. I’ve been on a lot of trips, been with many girls and the excitement 
I have experienced before now is nothing compared to how I feel knowing you are 
finally mine. Iyawo mi, here’s my vow to you. 

I want you to know that your heart will be my permanent home address. 

When rain pours, I will find warmth in you. 

When the sun scorches, you will be my peace. 

And I swear by our love that if this world ever becomes chaotic, I will protect you in 
every sense of responsibility. 

I will pamper you with love and respect. 

I will beautify you with pride and honour. 

You are my best friend from now till fatality. Nothing makes sense like how much 
peace I find in the moments spent with you. 

Now that we have been bonded together forever, I will give my all to see you glow 
but there is one thing I will never do to prove my love for you, I will never lie to you. 
You will always be beautiful to me. 

Pll never stop chasing after you. 

My life’s desire will be your heart and acts. 

I will want you more with each night that turns to morning. 

I will give you joy and rid our lives of the definition of mourning. 

Your happiness is the only thing I will ever demand of you. 

I will be to you like sun to day and adorn you like the stars at night. 

I will never leave you stranded. 

I will stand beside you while I show you the world. Confidently I say to you, as the 
Lord lives, nothing and no one will come between us, except maybe our children at 
infancy, if they need to share our bed. 

You are now my family, my ultimate purpose as predestined. 

I will never fail in my duty to illuminate your emotion with selfless passion; for 
innovative and inventive romance. To every pronunciation of ‘my darling’ there will 
be a different meaning with ticklish gestures. 

All I am saying is, you will be my woman of every hour. I vow to be your man; to 
provide for youand protect you against all insecurities. 

I have always had a hard time letting people go, but I always do. With you I will 
never have to try. Why? My love, I have seen a thousand girls but only you really see 


me. 
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You are a gift to me, not to be locked away, but to be made the cynosure of all eyes. 
Together we will make the world reek of jealousy right before our love school them. 
I will never seek spiritual counsel beyond our walls. 

I will only kneel with you and declare amen while you intercede on our behalf. 
And when the odds are high and not in our favour, I will be your motivation as you 
have always been mine. 

I vow to love you twice daily, in the passing moment and the next. There will never 
be you and I, what’s that? There will only be ‘us’ and ‘we’. 

If a storm ever threatens, we will remain a glowing candle in it. 

Our bond will outweigh every evil that intends to smoother our light. 

I will make a table of three course meal before you daily, in the presence of our 
friends, family and foes. 

For each meal you'll get undivided attention garnished with kisses as appetizer. 

The main course will be several shades of sweet words with unconditional love as 
topping. 

No day will expire that I wouldn’t remember to serve you relentless push and motiva- 
tional words with relaxing massages as dessert. 

This is to make sure your heart is always healthy, never frail. 

I will share our bed passionately, yes, and every other space too. 

Above all, I will never get used to loving you. It is an ungrateful act. 

I will always make it a habit to say thank you. Yet, I will love you like this world will 
never end. 

As you grow older with each year that passes, I will make it my life’s assignment to 
make sure you are never lonely , that way, you will look younger filled with beauty 
divine. 

We will be for each other, cold in summer and sun in winter. 

I want to assure you, It will always start with “us’and end with US. 

In this moment, I want you to ease into your most beautiful imagination and watch 
me conjure the light of the sun; the brightness of stars, the fragrance of all flowers, 
calmness of the moon, depth of the sea, and the longevity of eternity for your plea- 
sure. [hat’s how unbelievably superb our love will be, it will be shrouded in deep 


mystery; this is my ultimate vow to you. 
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Note To Selt: 


Do The Right Thing 


Self, 

I can feel the weight of circumstance slowing down your progress; I am in distress 
myself! I am grieved to know that the body that makes my being is experiencing un- 
explainable discomfort. 

Needless to lay emphasis on the additional pressure the economy has hovering over 
you. I know youre not fine but I reckon that you're doing your best. Everything 
seems to be going wrong but this note is to plead with you to go right. 

There will be beauty from pain, all good things take time. I know you must be tired 
of telling yourself this but it is the only acceptable truth. See how far you have come. 
Consider how long you have remained focused on your dreams. You can look back 
now to see how far we've come but we can‘ afford to drift. Just last night, I felt you 
cursing our luck and blaming our misfortune on your inadequacies. It definitely isn’t 
that bad: you are my source of inspiration, the only reason I haven't given up, so why 
should you? Your thoughts lately scare me senseless. You can’t truly be considering 
doing what others are doing. Please note that what works for them might not work 
for you. I can hear you ask what if it does. Do you know the amount of unclean 
sacrifices they made to achieve it? Forget about distance, there’s always light at the 
end of the tunnel. Ignore the fruitlessness this drought commands because there will 
definitely be rain. We can't afford to hasten for waste. What if we rush and all that 
heaven pours down leads to an erosion? Would it be worth it then? Please persevere! 
How dare you complain of loneliness? Is there any other who has stuck with you and 
is willing to die with you like I would? Doesn't the arithmetic of existence explain to 
you that “me + self” is myself? How can you be so selfish to imagine that I’ll let you 
pass through this alone? We have all we require to survive, don't be so willing to make 
me lose hope on us; if I do, we die! 

State all the problems! Broke? Maybe that’s true but you're not broken. If you get 
broken you'll never be able to gather the wealth when it comes. 

Lonely? You must be foolish to think that any relationship you go into will flourish if 
ours can't. Is there a love greater than self-love? Dude, love yourself and attract your 
type. By the way don’t I love you more than enough? StooooPeeed! 

We have to keep doing all we can to get all we desire; wealth and joy. 

We worked hard before, let’s work harder now! 


If we get tired we rest, we don’t quit! 
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You listen and care too much about what others say and think about you and I; Stop 
letting us down! It is okay for people to talk but it’s unacceptable to let their thoughts 
decide our fortune. 

Do I need to remind you that these same people are waiting to condemn you with 
their vain tongues if you fail? Come on! We can lose some and win some but the 
greater loss will be giving everything away if we lose to them and lose ourselves. Wake 
up! Quit explaining your plight, make your silence audible! 

Our only problem is we do not practice as much as we preach. If we can make these 
much difference in the lives of others, what stops us from doing better for you and I? 
All we need to do is quit letting our emotions distract us. I will definitely put that in 
check. Let our future tale be that of waters that stormed beneath the bridge and the 
high walls we climbed over, not that of a man with good sight who was blinded to 
opportunities. Forget about the world and focus on the fact that you and J are all that 
matters to you and me. We are almost there; we'll make good heroes for our story. 

It’s a chaotic world already; we can't afford to lose our peace. Youre not helping me 
do that effectively. Let’s not be discouraged by how we aren't appreciated, it is very 
important to remain positive. 

The word is soul-cide. If I die, you die! Don't give me a reason to. Fight for us and I 
will defend you always. Above all trust in our Maker; watch, work and pray! 

Love you baby. Now can I get a smile? That’s a fake, get real. 


Your Soul. 
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The Right Relationshig 


The only relationship I am into that holds no iota of insecurity is one with God: I do 
not know anyone else who embraces my strengths and weaknesses without playing 
on my imperfection; 

No wonder He isn't a man. There are so many failed relationships because everyone 
wants what’s good for them irrespective of whether or not it is good for the other 
party. Bonds are broken every day because humans prefer to do the right thing only 
when it is right for them. 

When people ask if I’m dating and I reply by stating that “relationship is a luxury I 
can't afford”. I get casual responses like; “a woman that truly loves you will date you 
when you are still hustling.” 

Please, can we be deep? 

Use your insight! Relationship isn’t solely based on money, we made it so. I’m not 
saying money isn’t a factor; it isn’t just the ground on which relationship thrives. 

My recent research exposed that most relationships fail because of money: and oh, 
not lack of money or inadequate cash in most cases. It fails because money takes the 
centre stage and attracts all the attention. The girl focuses on what his bank account 
offers while the man struggles to make more to please her. 

The day she nags about not feeling loved, he reminds her he’s making the money so 
‘she can take care of herself.’ 

Before you choose a partner to date or work with, ask yourself, 

“What do I have to offer? What am I willing to give up?” If your answer is ‘nothing’ 
or uncertain, chances are the relationship will fail. It is an imperative law of nature 
that everything requires an effort. Sustainability is dependent on our different levels 
of responsibility. 

Do you understand?! 

“Love is bigger than the law — ife l’akoja ofin.” It is now very obvious why it is being 
abused. Love works like magic sometimes. It is possible to fall in love at first sight but 
it is unacceptable. You have to put your emotions under check and initiate a process. 
Know that person! 

Nobody can change you but you can decide to change for someone you truly love. 
Be sure of what youre willing to forfeit before drowning in uncontrollable emotions. 
Ask questions, that’s how to stay on the right path. 

Express yourself, the truth about you will come to light eventually. 


The most romantic line I ever heard from a wife about her husband to the world 


ended like this; 
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“Above all, I love him because he’s bold and sincere. I didn’t have to ask, he told me 
on our second date that he snores. It became easier to share my secrets with him 


afterwards.” 


If you want the best relationship, you have to be bare. The greatest leaders are those 
who are not scared of giving their all to see their followers improve and become 
better than themselves. No insecurity. 

Beautiful marriages are born in 

homes where couples look up to and look out for each other. Of course they get 
angry too but they don’ capitalize on nor allow their anger outweigh the love. My 
friends and I fight as much as we support one another; we understand that true 


friendship is like a lily in a pond of mould. 


Everyone keeps wondering how it got there! 

What type of relationship are you in? 

My guy! Shine your eyes well well! Some people are with you for what you have 
alone; you snooze they fade. 

Before you take a job, find out who your prospective boss is. Some bosses will use 
you till you lose it. 

Friendship should be from the heart and by loyalty, not by status. Whenever I and 
my friends arrive in a car, youll have to ask to get an idea of who owns it. We pay for 
drinks with the POS machine and you'll never know whose ATM it is. 


Bad relationships are most beautiful at the initial stages. It feels like you're exploring 
till you realize you're being exploited. Good ones are as sudden as the bad ones, 
difference is some of us have realized that to make good better, processing is required. 


Grow the right relationships and enjoy the peace that comes with it. 


I LOVE YOU ALWAYS. 
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Live Now 


Last year I heard about the demise of a friend; another young, passionate and 
talented individual consumed by death amidst life’s hustle and bustle. He led a good 
life, of that I’m sure but I can’t say anything about whether or not he fulfilled his 
purpose on earth. I drifted into a quick reflection and thought about how many lives 


are lost every day. 


Only one thing makes sense, death is inevitable. 

Somewhere, a kid probably just fell dead, victim of a drive by. There’s a not so 
innocent girl that just lost her life to an unsafe abortion. 

There is an innocent boy that walked into the scene of a street fight and was mistaken 
for a member of the rival gang. There’s a youth whose frustration led to the suicide 


tree. There are others who pass away in their sleep. 


All I am saying is people die every day, either by choice, chance or default. 

You and I will die sooner or later. But while we are still here, are we pursuing purpose 
or flailing without focus? 

Will you be missed when you are gone? If you die today, what have you achieved? If 


you live another day, what plans do you have? 


There are two types of losers; the lazy ones and the ones who gave up too early. If you 
belong to either, you don’t have an excuse. You made a choice. Only the dead have 
excuses, but we also have to consider the fact that dead people don’t talk. 

Get rich or die trying! Make a move. Death doesn’t inform you of its imminent 


arrival... Work while you can; we weren't promised tomorrow. 
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Look A+ Me Now 


Look at me now. 

Tam still smiling. 

My life feels like the definition of resurrection. 

Over the past few weeks I’ve had to make tough choices. I have watched quietly as 
people criticized me ungodly. I have listened to tales of what they think I am instead 
of what I ought to be. I have doubted my being, and questioned where I have been. 
Thank God say man no be God. 

Tam still standing, stronger than ever; giving myself that push that no man can ever 
deprive me of. 

Look at me now. 

Tam still surviving. 

These recent years looked like each would be my last. I watch on tearfully as family 
turn their back on me over and over. I’m still shocked to see some sacrifices deemed 
unworthy by certain friends. I can’t help but doubt the efficacy of loyalty. 

Thank God say man no be God. 

I have found new friends; ones who became family. We are happy. 

Look at me now. 

I still love. 

I have had my heart whipped with lies, pretense and disguise. In vain of what they 
want they let my vein carry the hurt. I have been called good, then worthy, and after 
the climax referred to as not good enough. 

Thank Jesus God is Love. 

Love is still my only motivation. 

Look at me now. 

Tam still writing. 

Though writer’s block will always exist and others will say your style isn’t the way. 
While some 

have made me doubt the genuineness of my potential, I have learned that; 

ART IS ART. IT DOESN’T NEED APPROVAL. 

THANK GOD FOR THIS GIFT OF MINE. 
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Love Stvuck Ov Cursed 


When you immerse your thoughts and emotions in positivity youd realize that even 
a curse can be a blessing; Hurt can bring about the best feeling and tears don't only 
flow when youre sad. 

Analyzing this helped me arrive at the conclusion that I am cursed with love. But by 
whom? God or I who has chosen to make love my only motivation? 

My being is enveloped in the joy and sadness that love brings. Sometimes I wish I 
could embrace all its goodness and reject its imperfections, but what is love without 
sacrifices? 

Fights? Hurts? Insecurities? Jealousy and mistakes? 

What is love if every time you look at her all you wish to see is her smile and when 
she doesn't, you don’t understand her grief? 

Is it love if you walk away simply because she told you to ‘fuck off? 

Love has no limits; hence, restricting certain emotions just because you're scared 

of crossing a line comes across as trying to impress him/her rather than expressing 
wholly how you feel. 

Like looking into her eyes and telling her how fast your heart beats when she calls 
your name or how much peace you feel within whenever he holds your hands. 

If what you feel for her is loyalty, treat her with some respect. If what connects his 
soul to yours is royalty, make him feel like a king. 

It is sour to deny him/her opportunity of knowing how their presence radiates your 
existence. 

Sometimes, it’s tough, mostly because you can love and still be rejected or not oved 
back. Yet 

rejection doesn’t defile love, it simply defines for us a new path towards a beautiful 
imperfection. 

All I am saying is the best way to love is without holding back: Be ready to experience 
the hurt and disappointment, chills and laughter; be ready to make mistakes and 
forgive yourself. The only unacceptable mistake is to love you less in the process of 
adoring another. 

Love is multi-dimensional. Sometimes it blossoms, other times it fails. Yet, it is the 
most beautiful feeling ever. 

So, irrespective of the result it produces, love helplessly and forgive easily. 


I love you. 
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Let+ Go, Let Love 


Days ago a client called to seek counsel on how to sustain her relationship. I asked 
what the problem was and she said, 

“T think my boyfriend is lying to me.” Inquisitive, I asked why she thought so. 

She explained that he was acting like her ex did before they broke up. I quickly 
chipped in, 

“Did you break up with your ex because you think he was lying?” 

She replied to the affirmative. Like my client, a lot of us let our present choke under 
the pressure of trying not to repeat our past. This happens in all spheres of life, and it 
is the reason most of us still struggle. 

My bible tells me God made everything beautiful. He made mistakes to teach you 
lesson the classroom or society wouldn't teach you. Your past is your past; a lesson 
for you to improve on in your present for a better output. Dwelling on the mistakes 
from your past relationships, experiences, jobs, name it, will only shrink your efforts 
for a better tomorrow. 

Failure is a standard for improvement. Yet, it is foolish to fail because you couldn't let 
go of the thought of how you failed before. 

Forget about your ex, and why it didn’t work. Love your spouse and quit lusting after 
her mistake. 

Forget about how you failed and concentrate on how to make it better. 

Always remember, mistakes are the best foundation for self-growth and development. 


The greatest men made mistakes and made sure it didn’t define them. 
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Mental Limitations 


Until recently I didn’t realize what ‘being in a comfort zone’ actually meant in its 
entirety. I always saw it as just living in a favorably unfavorable environment; a place 
where everything is well-conditioned for one to fail. 

You are given everything you need; food, shelter and stipends. All these 
unconsciously help you settle for less and before you know it youre simply existing, 
miles behind purposeful living. I call it finding comfort in distress. 

“An unexamined life is not worth living.” - Plato 

However, the parasite that chews on our vision is not the physical environment, it 
is our mental empire. The first place where you're actually king and your royalty is 
unquestionable. As a writer there are days when I need to step out of my immediate 
environment in other to explor my creative prowess. 

Most days all I need to simply do is reposition my thinking cap and be innovative. 
“Lagos is not meant for every hustler.” 

It is unrealistic to leave where you can feed comfortably 

for where hunger will destroy your mental strength. Except you have a distinctive 
vision and a plan, it is unwise to tread in an unknown territory. 


You need to make sure your mental realm is well managed. 


You don’t have to step outside the box before you think outside the box. You were 
created with the necessary tools; insight, foresight and hindsight; most of us just fail 
to use them to full advantage. If you worry too much, you'll be mentally ill. If you 
fantasize instead of plan, you will achieve nothing. 


If you think negative, you will attract negativity. 
Change the way you think, change your life! 


Forget about your present environment, destroy your mental boundaries. 
Be great! 
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Man, Know Thyselt 


Dearie, your relationship with life and your immediate environment will be dormant 
if you don't understand yourself. How can you truly understand your purpose if you 

don't know who you are; your strength and weaknesses? 

You need to know what brings out the best in you and what makes your efforts vain. 


Else, you'll keep working hard, so hard against your vision, plans and purpose. 


Example: an asthmatic patient that sticks to smoking or a sportsman who is obsessed 
with alcohol. 


Their attitudes will bring drought to their growth physically and mentally. Something 
needs to change from within for you to stop struggling without results. 


As you rise up today I'd like you to ask yourself; 
“Who am I?” 


Answering this will help you figure out whether or not your personality aligns with 
your vision. 

It is the key to consistency and longevity. 

The effect of not knowing who you are is that you keep working hard while walking 
in the opposite direction of your pursuit. 


A man’s greatest enemy is himself. How can you defeat an enemy you don't know? 


Gather intelligence! 
Strategize! 

Attack! 

Defeat! 


Be victorious! 


Man, know thyself! 


This is your greatest armor. 
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Bring I+ On 


How do you know if a tap is running? You turn it on. 

You don’t just get there, turn back and declare, “There’s no water.” 

A wrong attitude towards life is when you give up before you try. This happens a lot. 
We bring excuses and make up reasons about why we think it will fail rather than 
pushing ourselves to the limit to ensure it works. 

Winners dont give up, they give all! 

It is wrong to let pessimism and negativity rule your life. 

If you have been invited for a job interview, don’t start by asking yourself if you're 
qualified. 

If you have a business idea and interested investor(s), don’t make an excuse for why it 
will end with a loss. 

No man has an excuse to fail, except of course those who create one. Do whatever 
you think you should do without considering failure as an option. 

Tam a writer, whether I find my muse or not, I always try to scribble something. I 
don’ just abstain from my art. 

Positivity and optimism are habits of great men. Except you don't want to be great, 
quit giving excuses. 


Develop a ‘bring it or attitude! 
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Gr-atitude 


(Grateful + Attitude) 


Gratitude goes beyond ‘thank you’ and ‘you are welcome.’ It is an attitude that 
should be imbibed by every man who wants to transcend the struggles of life. 

There is an adage in Yoruba that translates, “If a child is grateful for the fortunes of 
yesterday, his fortune will brighten by the day.” 

There are people who were once rich and others who used to be very happy, but their 
ungrateful personality tweaked their fortune. 

How do you show appreciation? 

By expressing your happiness and contentment with words of worth from your heart, 
“thank you.” This term cannot be abused. 

Follow up the above with a positive attitude. You don’t just say those words ‘for the 
records’. 

No help rendered is ever too small; always remember 

“no one deserves to be helped until they are helped.” 

We live in a world where people pay attention to everything. You know someone who 
appreciates your efforts by their behavior. 

If you have a job, appreciating it will brighten your career. 

If youre the boss, appreciating your staff will increase their commitment to your 
company. 

If youre married, appreciating your spouse will further illuminate your love. 
Appreciating your well-being will help you value other people’s lives. 

The list goes on. Can you tell me one thing we shouldn't be grateful for? A thoughtful 
man is a thankful man. 

Appreciating God is vital. Be thankful for nothing. 

For every effect there is a cause. Those who have ‘better lives’ understand the value of 


man and humanity. Do you? 
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No Time 


The concept of time was created to define the life of man; his achievements, woes, 
longevity and seasons. Its purpose is to distinguish history from story, and always 
remind us of a fact, 

“Change is a constant factor.” 

What does your time say? 

Mine says yesterday is gone and today is to be taken. It ticks clockwise to help me 
make a history to be imprinted on every human’s heart. 

My time tells me that today I have been given another chance to be better than 
yesterday. It tells me the coming moments are for me to effect the change my life 
requires. 

It says to me, 

“tell the poor, today you can be rich. To the sad, today you can be happy and to the 
sick, here’s your chance to be healthy. IF YOU WANT TO.” 


Why waste time? 

I don't know what situation tweaked your faith or what trauma drains you 
emotionally. There will always be yesterday and no matter how it unveils, you have to 
be determined to leave it where it belongs. 

The future is an output of what you do today, not what happened yesterday. You've 
been given another chance, make good use of it. 

Dont waste time. Wasted time amounts to a wasted life. Truth is what’s left of your 
life is not as much as what you've used up. Yes! You and I have limited time. 

Today is a privilege, tomorrow is a gift. 

Change is constant but most valuable when effected by you. You are the difference 
you need for your life to take a new turn. 

Move on up! 
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Know Your Worth 


No doubt, some individuals and companies are arrogantly stingy when it comes to 
paying for services. Others will emotionally/sympathetically blackmail you in the 
name of friend or family. 

These people will always try not to pay you your worth. 

However, there’s also the problem of you not charging your worth. I think the 
question should be, 


“What are you worth?” 


You can’t charge your worth if you don’t know your worth. 

Truth is most of us over-rate ourselves while some underrate themselves. We tend 

to see ourselves in the light of others. Mr. A charges 1k for cooking doesn’t mean 

you automatically charge the same. You have to understand that you and Mr. A are 
different individuals. Else, you'll never grow your trade. You'll be stuck in the shadow 
of Mr. A’s growth. 

What truly defines your worth is how much you've invested in yourself in terms of 
time, resources and sacrifices. Certain charges apply to certain level. The more you 


develop, the more you're worth. 
“Youre a great man in your own capacity. Quit comparing yourself with others.” 


Forget about them, they are either better than you or vice versa. Be careful not to 
over price or underprice yourself; understanding this boosts your self-confidence 
accurately. You don’t give too much for little, or give nothing for everything. 
Understand yourself, know your worth, charge it, and don’t apologize for it. Above 


all, rid yourself of all sentiments. 
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Say I+, Believe It, Se Lt. 


How often do you tell yourself what you want for your life? 
Action is good, but believing that step/act is superb. You're what you confess. ‘There 
should be something driving you towards your destination, and there is no better 


driver than the content of your heart. 


When negative thoughts crowd my mind, I speak against them. When positive 
thoughts sneak in, I declare and magnify them. They come alive and I begin to live 
it. However, it is important to know that declaration might not work for everyone. It 


will only work for people who are certain of the thought they carry. 


If you want to be a doctor, say it, “Iam the best doctor the world will ever see.” 
Dont go ahead tweaking it by saying “if I can’t be a doctor, Pll settle for the job of an 
engineer.” 

Religion calls it prophecy with strong faith. Yes! Yet, not all great men are religious, 
they simply understand this principle. The power of life and death lies on the tip of 
the tongue. 


What you say about yourself to yourself and to the world really matters. The lack 
of this understanding is the reason most of us flunk interviews. We have the quality 
required but lack the confidence to convince the panel because we can’t even 


convince ourselves. 


Dont be a star in your thought, quit the wishful thinking. It is said that those who 
fail to plan, plan to fail. So also, those who choose not to speak strength, life, and 
peace into their lives and situations will slowly die of self-pity. 


You're who you say you are. 


I AM A HOT PROSPECT FOR THE FUTURE. 
WHO ARE YOU? 
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‘No’ Joesn't Hurt 


The reason a lot of people get hurt/suffer in different spheres of life is because they 
abuse themselves. 

Yes! 

Health, finance, spiritual, emotional and physical wise; they don’t know when to stop 
and keep going till they break down or lose their value. I like to call them victims of 
excesses and extremity. 

Too much of everything has its disadvantages. YOU HAVE TO KNOW/LEARN 
WHEN & HOW TO SAY NO. 

I learnt of a certain individual who died from a liver problem; His friends testified of 
how much he abused alcohol, also of how he always wished he could stop. He knew 
he was taking too much; he drank everyday till his stomach got filled. 

He couldn't say no. 

We all have that one thing that we need to let go but we choose to cling to, and 

it impedes as well as slows us down. It could be your spouse, that job, a request, 

an opinion or even a memory. A life worth living is one that is well-defined and 
understands limits; when to draw the line. 

Even generosity and kindness has its limit. 

It’s okay to be good, but be careful not to go out of your way all the time. It will hurt 
you badly when you are not appreciated. I know you love that girl so much, that’s 
why you agreed to manage the friend zone, no! If she keeps pressing your ‘mumu’ 
button, you'll lose it uncontrollably. 

He keeps beating you, and you think love is blind? You are blind! Mentally blind! Say 
no before he destroys your self-esteem and your beautiful body. 

Whoever doesn’t add to you is subtracting from you, say no to bad company. 

Those who don’t know how/when to say ‘no’ always end up saying ‘oh’; regrets. 
Dont be like that. If he/she is hurting you, refuse it, say NO! If that habit is killing 
you, stop it, say NO! 

Stop going an extra mile for people who don't deserve it! No! Say NO! It’s the 
simplest way to refute pain, dishonor and disrespect. 

You can’t give what you don’ have, understand this. 

You can’t push/pull beyond your ability, don’t force it. 

You'll always see these signs, comply. 

If you fall, let it be by nature’s call not self-facilitated. It is foolishness to open your 
eye and fall into a pit because you think it’s neatly dug. 


Learn how to say no to situations or people that will helplessly say no to you. 
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Beauty From Pain 


I want you to know that you're bigger than whatever problem and situation you're 
experiencing. I know life can be tough, I just thought to remind you that whatever 
storm is roaring at you isn’t the end of your life because you and I are made to 
conquer. 

There’s no history without a story; while most times the plot isn’t so exciting, the end 
always turn out beautiful. If it isn’t exciting, then it isn’t the end... Keep fighting! 
You are not dead yet for a specific reason, you must fulfill your purpose. You will! 
Not every mother understands the joy of motherhood like a woman who has been 
barren for years. Beauty is better defined by the level of pain youre experiencing. 
Your present predicament is not a stigma but a mere passing phase preparing you for 
what's to come. Sometimes we have to consider that tribulations help us value life 
better. Other times it is important to know that we're being life-schooled. 

Today is the time to tell yourself, “my problems won't consume me, | will fight to the 
last.” 

Saying it isn’t enough; act it, fight, and don’t stop believing. 


Life is in seasons, yours will come soon. There will be beauty from pain. 
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Be Better 


It is better to fail because you made a mistake than to fail because you got carried 
away. Most times, mistakes can be corrected but time wasted while being nonchalant 
can never be recovered. Getting carried away can mean a lot of things; ungrateful, 
lackadaisical, distracted, 

and any other relative concept. 

A number of people record outright failure in their daily lives because they choose to 
focus on or pay attention to unnecessary things. Success is good but becomes a bad 
habit when one is intoxicated by it. You spend much time celebrating it and you'll be 
shocked of what's coming next. Your job pays high, but after years of not planning to 
get better you realize what’s much is no longer enough. 

There’s always more to do; a lot of room for improvement. It is simply wrong to be 
satisfied with your status. All men should look to upgrade, be better! I once knew an 
almost perfect relationship that failed because they never imagined they would leave 
each other; they were too good together they failed to embrace their imperfections. 
With each day comes a new task that must be well performed for the sake of 
consistency and self-development. Nothing is ‘just normal’; everything deserves a 

bit of more effort. You are in good health, I know. How often do you go for medical 
checkups? I know you pray, the Lord’s 

Prayer, but come on! You can do better. 

If you always get distracted when it’s time to do more, you'll always find yourself at 
the mercy of those who don’t leave any stone unturned. Our highest purpose is to 
aim towards perfection, doing that requires 100% focus. 

Cut your excesses. 

Plan! Plan! Plan and execute! 

Be critical about everything. 

Be better than you were yesterday, no one is promised tomorrow, be rich today. 


Be you! 
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Be A Mystery 


One of the greatest hurt I’ve felt was the one I dished myself. I met a beautiful young 
lady, a very lively personality, and I lost myself to her selflessly. Everything about 

her appeared ‘too good’ to be true yet I let her into my world. I told her everything 
there was to know about me and even what she didn’t deserve to know. I thought 

we shared a connection, maybe we did. It didn’t have to rain before we had network 
problems. She shut me out of her life like we never established a bond. 

Did we? What did I do wrong? 

Wake up! 

No one deserves to know every little thing about you until they prove deserving of it. 
It’s fair to be open-minded, but the less they know the better for you. While there are 
few who are genuinely loyal, most of us see other people as ladders to our next level. 
Others see us as mere distraction from their pain. Everybody is looking for someone 
to use. 

No one can be trusted, be careful of what you tell that person, be cautious not 

to say too much; about yourself, your problems, job, relationship, happiness and 
achievements. Appearance isn’t reality; we are all two-faced animals; the prey and 
predator. To survive, we must feed. 

I don’t mean for you to hold back completely. Share, give, but be careful not to shoot 
yourself in the foot. Don’t become a loose cannon. Don’t allow yourself to be used 
because you can‘ control your tongue and emotion. 

Some of us feel a little too much for this imperfect world. It is very important that we 
know who is loyal. This takes time. It doesn’t necessarily mean years, it could be days. 
“In due time, ‘everything’ is revealed in its true state.” 

The loyal ones aspire to truly know you. 

Be generously ‘stingy’. 

Act more, say little. 

Dont fall in love amidst uncertainty. 

Control your emotions. 

Control your tongue. 

Above all, remain pleasant and loyal. 

There’s a reason a man’s heart (mind) is not on his forehead. 


“The heart of man is desperately wicked... who can know it?” 
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Manitest Greatness 


Common sense is priceless. It is a common way of thinking that the majorities refuse 
to tap into, which in turn makes it uncommon. 

For instance, if there is a well in a community only few decide to fetch from, water in 
that community becomes a scarce resource. When you have something that you need 
but refuse to use, that thing becomes useless and you become redundant. 

Often times I watch as people complain about what they don’t have while they aren't 
even making utmost use of the little they have. This is what happens in the case of 
common sense. It is putting it into good use that makes it valuable. Hence, making 
common sense valuable is ‘creativity.’ 

Creativity is not a supernatural act, it is an extra + ordinary act. Being creative isn’t 
about invention because ‘nothing’ can be invented. The innovation of what is old 

to new is the real art of creativity. That is, an idea that appears uncommon was a 
common idea that was well figured out. A product whose output looks extraordinary 
is a fusion of ordinary and extra effort. 

It is an absolute law of nature that to get more, you must do more. 

You couldn't figure something out in an hour then someone comes and works it like 
magic. You become so astonished and you say, 

“Oh! This works too. How come I didn’t figure that out?” 

My brother if this is you, you're just lazy. Diligence recognizes common sense. You 
dont’ just think, you have to think right! It is never about the hours you spend in 
thinking. For heaven sake it could be wishful thinking! 

You have to rationalize, strategize, and put pen to paper. Create a style that soothes 
you, be realistic about it. Think and listen more! You are what you manifest! You'll be 
priceless if you have priceless ideas. 

Let greatness build up within you like a time bomb . In whatever you do, let the 


world know that you have arrived at the best solution and/or conclusion. 
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Liaht Out 


No matter how thick the darkness is, a little light will make a difference. 

After a long thought I came to an unquestionable conclusion that light doesn't 
struggle to shine. 

For the fact remains that it’s only purpose & character is to shine. 

All lights shine, the level at which they shine simply differs. A candle light will make 
a difference in a dark room, but a fluorescent bulb will make a better difference. 
One thing you need to know however is that every light has a “TIME OUT? period. 
A candle will burn out, a lantern will run out of oil, a bulb will expire and even the 
sun will set. So, it’s okay if you don’t shine at all times. It’s simply time out, you will 
shine again. 

An unacceptable act however, is if you refuse to shine. Why should anyone go 
through life without making an impact/difference? No man is created just to struggle 
and die; definitely not you. 

I wake up each day with these questions, 

“What will I do differently today? And how will it impact the life of others?” 


I figured that to shine there must be darkness. To create a solution, there must be a 
problem. 

Generosity meets a need. Hence, someone needs your presence, service, love, touch, 
and attention. Wake up each day with the mentality of a solution provider. 

Know your ability. A candle light will make no difference under the sun. Don’t waste 
your efforts, go where you are needed. Don’ ever see yourself as a low life. Don’t ever 
think you're not capable or good enough. Realize this, you have what someone needs. 
You are what someone desires. 

You are a light in the right territory. 

Shine bright! 

Shine right! 

Light out! 
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Vrop-Out Or Get On’ 


Yesterday I watched as some guys were told their contract would be terminated 
(mutually). The company was running on over budget and there was imminent need 
to let some guys go. No hard feelings. 

For me, it was mixed feelings. I had bonded with some people in a short while. 

I didn’t expect them to leave that early. The floor was open to anyone who had 
something to say. Some guys expressed their disappointments, others were grateful 
for the privilege to serve at the initial stage. But one guy stood out, he said, 

“I know getting paid is very important, I need the money too. However, coming on 
this project I had a vision of how it will affect my life. If I leave now, the next one 
month is already wasted. 

Can I please stay till the end of the project? I don't have to get paid. This is a school 
for me, I can’t afford to be a drop-out. I’m very sure I will be valuable to you too.” 
His words moved me. More than that, his attitude was positive. This was a guy who 
knew what 

he wanted and was not ready to let ‘money’ hold him back. 

In life, people will show you the door and tell you to step out. No war, you just have 
to make them see reasons why youre not done. Knowing what you want and fighting 
for it takes a lot of courage and sacrifice. 

There are times when you need to give up something to get something. You can only 
do this if your plans are defined. 

That guy knew what he wanted. He was all about how much value he was adding to 
his future. He understood that the present is just a passing moment, an opportunity 
he couldn't afford to miss. He chose development over money. He didn’t settle for less 
than he desired. 

Most people fail because they embrace the excuses handed to them. 

“They didn’t want me.” 

“He is cheating on me.” 

“He told me to get out of his sight.” 

Note this, ‘get out’ doesn’t mean disappear all the time. Most times it means “brace 
up & be focused’. Survivors fight till the end, don’t give up on yourself because 
someone gave up on you. If you believe in it, stick to it. 

Believe in it! 

Believe in you! 


Be alive for it! 
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Mad Passion 


Recently I’ve been working for 17 out of 24 hours daily. On certain days I work for 
lesser hours, on other days I sleep in the early hours of the morning. Irrespective of 
this, I don’t fail to wake up by 4am to pray then write. 

I determined in my heart that every morning I will inspire someone. I made it a duty 
that I must not fail to deliver. Thus, I am very passionate about it. 

What are you passionate about? 

The essence of passion is to have an end result; happiness. Whatever you're passionate 
about gives you inner peace and greater joy. 

There are days when I’m not sure of what to write, but my passion won't let me be till 
I write something which I sometimes feel makes no sense. 

It’s funny how when such happens, people still message to tell me how I’ve touched 
their lives. This makes me happy. 

It is okay to see every day as a routine but it is unfair not to do something that makes 
it special. 

Believe that your day will be worthless if you don’t make an impact. Making a 
difference is a passionate act. 

Doing something that spurs you on automatically radiates on your being; your way 
of life. Your day can be like a bottle of tasteless water, yet, a drop of sugar will make a 
difference. Making a difference makes the difference for you too. 

Be faithful & committed to everything but be passionate about something. 

Be faithful to your relationship but be passionate about loving your spouse. 

Be committed to your job, be passionate about self-development. 

Passion is like a perfume, just a spray will envelope you in the aura of beautiful 
fragrance. 

Impacting lives and making a difference is all about your passion. Be passionate 


about yourself and see your life experience a turn around. 
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Oh My God! 


As a graduate of Philosophy I’m exposed to quite a number of arguments about the 
existence of God. These arguments passed through me, and often I'd have to ask 
myself why something so simple is explained in a complicated way. 

Well, I guess that’s why He is indescribable. 

Greatness has been ascribed to humans who created things, evil or good. 

All of us applaud creativity. 

We believe nothing that is uniquely created came out of nothing. We ascribe hard 
work, creativity and sometimes prayer to beautiful results. 

Someone made your shoe, shirt, and toothbrush. How can you think someone as 
beautiful as yourself came out of nothing? 

How can you even think this world was established out of nothingness? 

Someone brought this world, you and I into being; someone who is supernaturally 
creative. This Supreme Being gave you will, talent, and the ability to discern between 


good and evil, right and wrong. 


We like to call him God, I like to describe him as a Mysterious Beauty. Through 

him creativity is manifested on earth. It is impossible to describe Him because that 
will bring Him to our level. I can understand this is why some people (atheists) are 
jealous. They keep wondering, 

“How can there be one that is greater than all of us?” 

He gave you Will; it’s okay to be jealous. I was with one of such envious people 
recently, after we had argued for some minutes he became angry and yelled, 

“Oh my God, Femi why won't you just agree with me?” 

I smiled and responded, “How can you say oh my God if there is no God?” 

This doesn’t change what you think, I just want to remind you that God lives and he 
has no permanent home address. He is right there with you, all you have to do is feel, 
believe and experience him in the way your culture and background preaches. God is 


peace, from within, find Him. 
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Wetin You Saloi? 


A friend of mine came back to tell me she couldn't date a guy she had crushed on 

for almost a year. I was shocked. I knew how much she talked about him. Especially 
how much she vowed to date him if he ever asked her out. They met, got talking, had 
dinner, then one morning she chatted me up and broke the news. Her reason, 

“This guy is half baked jor. All that packaging, can you believe this guy hasn’t washed 
his boxers since God knows when. His underwear is brown and his armpit is smelly, 
brown & bushy.” 

Trust me, I quickly teased her about his pink lips, curly hair, six packs and good work 
that got her drooling in the first place. With disappointment she typed, 

“He is not a total package, all the packaging na face value.” 

This is why most marriages/relationship fail. I didn’t need to ask my friend if she was 
in bed with him, after just a week of friendship. Believe me, it doesn’t take a year to 
truly know someone, but it is wrong not to try, else you'll start what you can’ finish. 
Appearance isn’t reality. There is no adequate knowledge. You'll never know what's 
key to your life if you don’t ask the right questions. Things aren't always the way they 
seem. 

Businesses fail because regardless of adequate capital, the entrepreneur has inadequate 
knowledge about the scheme. People get lost because they have a good idea of their 
destination but not the route that leads there. Hearts are broken every day because 
people never bother about compatibility; they care more about irrelevancies like 
balling hard. 

People fail examinations because they have beautiful textbooks but don’t bother to 
know what is inside. A lot of things go wrong when you don’t attempt to know, you'll 
never even understand. Knowing isn’t a general process. 

For different people it takes different process and periods of time. You just have to be 
sure of the learning style that soothes you better. Gather adequate information and 
use it to your advantage. Failure only occurs in the absence of knowledge. 

You'll never have the right answers if you don’t ask necessary questions. 

If my friend had asked the right questions, maybe the guy would have made the 
attempt to be better. You can't change anybody, but somebody can change for you. 
You just have to try to know better, knowledge doesn't hurt, only gossip does. 
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Alosent Ma! 


Recently I vowed within myself that wherever I go, work or any relationship I begin, 
I will go in with strong commitment and faithfulness. Such that when I’m not 
around, a roll-call doesn’t have to be made to notice my absence. I just have to do 
two things; be responsible and responsive. 

No disrespect, some people are so irresponsible and nonchalant that even when a roll- 
call is being made their absence still doesn’t carry weight. Such people are a burden to 
their families or society. 

A family was planning the funeral of their late father. All his children were invited 
but one of his sons. His siblings decided to omit him from the meeting, 

“Mr. A will cause more harm than contribute to this funeral, there’s no point inviting 
him. On that day he can come with his friends to wine and dine.” 

At first I thought they were being unfair, until I met the man in question. He was the 
wealthiest amidst them, and indeed he was irresponsible. 

You see, money makes you capable not responsible. Responsibility takes courage. It 
requires making sacrifices and being aware of your neighbor’s plight before you're 
informed. 

If you can't be committed to something, chances are youre not responsible. On 

my way from Lagos yesterday, a crowd gathered and as usual we thought it was an 
accident so we parked to 

see if we could help. It was no accident, a man was dragging his wife into the car. | 
don’t know what transpired, but from what the wife said, he was the one who parked 
and ordered her to get down and walk, on the express. 

Is he a responsible man? 

Businesses crumble, people get sacked, marriages fail most of the time because 
people aren't responsible enough. Most of us don’t always think of what we can 

do, we always get carried away thinking about what we will get; the salary, profit, 
engagement ring and host of others. 

Being responsible and responsive isn’t about being served alone. As a matter of fact 

it is about serving. An uncaring man cannot be responsible in his marriage. It is not 
possible to keep what you dont care about/for. 

Begin today by being responsible for something and someone. Here’s the obvious 
secret, responsibility brings fulfillment and happiness, yet it requires sacrifices. 

Are you responsible? 

What do/will people say about you when youre not there? 
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Valve Humanity 


The best and worst critics are spectators; best because they see things from an angle 
you cannot see from and they know better and worst because they actually don’t 
know much. Most times they simply wish things will go the way they desire. A good 
example of these are football fans. Irrespective of whether or not they understand the 
game, if their team isn’t winning then the team isn’t good enough. I know everyone 
wants to be a winner. Come on! It’s only fair to see from the inside. Will you do 
better if you were in their boots? 

When youre not the one driving, you're the best driver. When you didn’t create the 
mess, it’s a big mess. Some of us can’t cook, but we would explain in detail what a 
good food should taste like. All these, and when it gets to our turn we can’t even 
handle as much pressure as someone else would. 

It is immature to judge a situation or process youre not part of. Especially because 
you don’t know how much work and sacrifice has been put into that act. If you don't 
see good in the efforts of others, you'll never understand phases of, nor appreciate 
success. Learn to appreciate the effort of others. Live with the consciousness that 
nothing comes for free, there’s a price for everything. Value everyone, everything, 
time and effort. 

To the bosses who think being feared is the catalyst to grow their businesses or 
increase productivity in their offices, you are a parasite. To friends and family who 
always look to under price their own, you are weed; you will choke that person in no 
time. I hope you'll be happy when his business dies. 

The fact that youre outside the box is sufficient reason for you to see what others are 
going through and cheer them to victory against all odds, not talk them down. You 
have to see that greatness is a summation of failure; perseverance, diligence, self-belief 
and unrelenting support of others. The latter is very important. 

Everyone and everything bad has an iota of good in them. Embrace both sides while 
focusing on helping them manifest their positive side. Don’t shout, explain. Don't 
boss, lead. Don’t be an antagonistic friend, show love always. Always see reasons 
before mistakes. 

Help bring the best out of others. You can’t do this if you jump on their neck at every 
opportunity. When you go through the lives of others, be prepared to give a piece 

of you. That way if things go wrong youd devise means of solving the problem, not 
create more! 

If you dont see the good in others and you are not interested in seeing the good in 


them, you don’t have a problem, you are the problem. 
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Loyalty 


It took me a while to understand what defines a strong relationship, and what 
qualifies as friendship. Before I deciphered it, I arrived at different conclusions. At 
first I thought it was trust, then I thought it was love. At another point I'd argue that 
it is sacrifice. Eventually I realized it is LOYALTY. 

You can be caring, loving, and selfless, but without loyalty all these will amount to 
nothing. I know husbands who love their wives with their lives but would still cheat 
because they didn’t train themselves to be loyal. 

Loyalty is not gift, it is a self-acquired discipline. It is a royal act, because only few 
choose to tread its path. There is no perfect relationship. Humans will always fall out 
with each other. 

Couples will disagree, friends will argue, offices will experience pressure. The only 
thing that truly transcends all these is loyalty. It is the only atmosphere that always 
fosters unity. When youre loyal to something or someone, no matter how much hurt 
you encounter with that person or thing, you'll always look to fix it and move on. I 
like to refer to this as a moderate bond between trust and distrust. Loyalty embraces 
imperfection. It understands weakness and amplifies strength. 

Tell me how you can make sacrifices for someone you aren’ loyal to. Disloyalty is the 
bedrock of all failed (distance and close) relationships. Loyalty is the understanding 
that mistakes are inevitable, yet putting all efforts into making those mistakes look 
like nothing. 

Whenever I mess up, my friends call me to order in the bluntest manner. In that 
minute it feels like we are never going to reach a compromise but this same guy fights 
for me the next minute. 

So, if you find someone who disagrees with you when you mess up, fights with you 
when the world stands against you, and fights for you behind your back, keep that 
person. There can be no greater loyalist. 
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Action! 


Many of us cannot differentiate between a vision and a plan; which is the reason why 
it is difficult for some people to actualize their dreams. Dreams are relative to strong 
desires. You can wake up with the desire to build a duplex. But of course you know 
that no dream makes sense until you wake up from it. Waking up is where you take a 
step. Like in movie production, 

the director goes, ‘action’! You are the director of your desires. 

The thought of having a duplex doesn’t get you one. You must have an insight and 
foresight as to what you want it to look like. That’s vision, it comes after desire. An 
imagination of what the final destination or end result will look like. 

It isn’t enough to conceive a destination and not chart a course as to how you will 
arrive at it. Dreams without vision are just wishful thinking. Vision without plan is 
an absolute waste of idea. Can you build a house without a plan? There is either an 
available path that leads to your destination or you create one. The latter is better, 
yet, most of us refuse to do either. I have a dream to become the greatest black 
motivational speaker in my lifetime. This means I have to inspire more than Martin 
Luther King, Muhammed Ali, Nelson Mandela and a host of 

others. Big dreams? Yeah. 

Dreams can be as big as you want. Unlike dreams, vision needs to come with 
precision. What’s my targeted audience? That’s where my vision comes in. 

My vision is to stand before the world on a stage, via the media and through my blog 
to motivate and inspire them while preaching love and peace, in the next ten years. 
How do I achieve this? I need a plan. 

Plan is relative to mission in this context. How do I go about arriving at my 
destination? What path should I tread? Which should I dread? I planned. That’s how 
I decided to write at least three paragraphs to motivate you every morning. If I can 
inspire you, you can inspire another. If you are inspired, you'll reach out. Every day I 
get at least ten messages thanking me for inspiring them. When I started I didn’t get 
one. As you journey through life, you become wiser, it gets easier if you have plans. If 
everything seems cloudy, chances are you have failed to plan. Dreaming won’ get you 
where you desire. 

Visions can be stagnant, but ‘plam’ is the action word. I no longer ask people what 
their dreams and visions are. I ask, 

“What are your plans for the future?” 

Hey you, today is the future you talked about yesterday. What are your plans for 
today? 

None? Stop reading and PLAN! 


Motivationals ———————————____ 7] 


Be Polite 


What you say, how you act, and how sensitive you are to your environment and 

the people around you matters a lot. You never know what you'll say or do that will 
bruise a healing wound. The way you talk to people is important. You don’t have to 
look up to everybody, but it’s important to not look down on anybody. 

Being polite doesn’t cost a fortune. If you think you don’t owe anyone anything and 
as such how you relate with them doesn’t matter; please be reminded that life is a 
cycle, there will always be down moments. 

When you fall, whether or not you stand up tall again is determined by how you 
treated people on your way to the top. We exist in a world where the rich becomes 
poor in a twinkle of an eye and vice versa. Change is the only thing that cannot be 
changed. No man is indispensable, everyone is as important as the air they breathe 
in. You will never know whose help you'll need until the need arises. 

I know people can be difficult, but being polite in your approach to situations will 
earn you a lot of respect. Don’t just react, think before you respond. Being polite 
shouldn't amount to being taken for granted. 

It is sowing the seed of respect you want to reap. 

Think about what you deserve from people while relating with them. 

See everything you do like you're seeking a favor. Rude people don’ get favored. Just 
be polite! 
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Be Care Full 


Poverty is real and consuming, yet some people would rather merry in it. Strange? 
Yes! I look at these people and I conclude that they simply don’t understand that 
poverty is a choice. I know this because I used to think being poor is predestined. 
No, it isn’t. You have to decide not to walk the path. It all begins with the right 
mentality. 

Someone once asked me, “Why do you look broke?” 

“Because I am broke?” I replied. His smile angered me but that didn’t stop him from 
telling me the truth. He said, 

“It’s okay to be broke, what’s not okay is to look broke; except there’s a dire need to 
state that youre broke, the world doesn’t need to know.” 

When you dwell in a situation for too long, it automatically takes charge of your 
being. It becomes contagious. 

Realize this, nobody lacks ‘everything’. Everybody lacks something, others lack more. 
The difference between a poor man and an average man is self-management. You 
can have 10,000 and be poorer than someone who has 5000. Difference is how you 


spend what you have. 


You can’t spend beyond your budget and expect not to be poor. You have to cut your 
coat according to your fabric. If the fabric can’t sew a coat, try a waist-coat. Always 
make a list of the necessary things you need to live daily. And take good care of them, 


and yourself. 


Poverty starts like this; you know you don’t have what it takes to treat STDS, yet 
you chose to buy a bottle of beer and not condom. You get infected and you begin 
to curse your fortune. My dear you crafted your misfortune. You don’t need to have 
a full wardrobe to look good. You don’t need to buy the most expensive perfume to 
smell nice. Manage what you can afford. We can all afford something. 

Live an attractive life. Inadequacy isn’t an excuse for you to live nonchalantly. If you 
live like a poor man because you don’t have enough, you'll squander like a poor man 


when you have more than enough. 


No man is totally poor! We all have something that can sustain us. It’s just sad that 
some of us don’t realize this, and the ones who realize don’t care about themselves. 
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Experience I+ 


It is not experience if over a period of time in life (or an organization) you haven't 
learnt anything. It is just a scar, something to show or remind you that you passed 
through a certain ordeal. We all know scars aren't beautiful. It is experience when you 
pass through it and you allow it pass through you. 

Else, youd have wasted years in a field without gaining competence. 

It’s appalling how young entrepreneurs these days claim to want to learn but don’t 
ever want to listen. How can you get the message when all you want to hear is your 
own voice? This is as meaningless as that of an infant to a grown man. 

To truly experience something or a situation you must be willing to let it take hold 
of you. Imagine a man who spends days inside the pool without making an attempt 
to truly swim. He has the pool experience but doesn’t know how to swim. It is 
important to ask, what’s his purpose for always visiting the swimming pool? 

In light of the above I'd like to state that you can have experience and not be life 
schooled. It is never a whole experience if all you have is the theoretical aspect. You 
haven't experienced it if you don’t manifest it. 

Experience is persevering while taking to heart and act practical corrections. Don't 
stop at crawling, walk. You have to use the knowledge acquired in phase one to 
advance to phase two. 

You have to be detailed. You have to understand why you made a mistake so that it 
doesn’t repeat itself. 

Life is a cycle. What goes around comes around. Only difference is you aren't who 
you used to be. Yet, it’s sad to see some of us grow physically and not mentally. 
Experience is a process relative to patience. It is wrong to jump to another stage 
without having imbibed the lessons of the present stage. Such people expire before 
they are produced. 

Forget about the word itself, experience that situation, job, relationship and watch 
yourself soar while others walk. Don’t call your scars beautiful, they are not. Call 
them meaningful because it tells a story of an ended chapter. 

Dont be like a street fighter who shows you his scar because he wants to show how 
much fight he has been in. Be the man who flaunts his scar because he doesn’t want 
to return to the misfortune he left behind. 


Experience it! 
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Selt Accountability 


There’s no honor in being a workaholic if there’s no result to show for it. The world’s 
richest people do little and make more. If they ever channeled their energy to their 
work, it is definitely to put a good structure in place. This is to enhance strategic 
monitoring of the business (or individual) growth and development. 

In whatever you do, there must be time for remittance. You have to know how much 
work you've done, how far you've come, and the result of both. This is how to grow! 


If you don't know what results to a certain output, you will never meet your target. 


For instance, yesterday I decided not to send any motivational message. I needed 

to know how much impact I was making. What's the essence of writing if I don’t 
touch lives positively? I didn’t get any message till 6pm, I became impatient. This isn’t 
working, I thought within me. I’d 

already began to devise a new approach when the first message came in at exactly 
7:39pm, 

“Mr. Fragile, there’s no motivational note from you today? I hope all is well.” 

I was about to reply him when another message came in telling me about how much 
he looks 

forward to reading from me every day. I probed within me, 

“How come no lady has sent a message?” 

Few minutes later a lady called from Kaduna, to share the tale of how my message 
‘BE CARE FULL saved her from brewing shame. Her call made my day. 

Always create time for a review of job done. That way you know your lapses and 
how to improve. I am not satisfied with just three people reaching out, by the end of 
today I'd have come up with an improved plan to do more. 

What are you doing? 

How far have you come? 


Do you have result to complement your effort? 


BE ACCOUNTABLE TO/FOR YOURSELF! 
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Unforaivalole? 


It is an irony of existence that an act that will bring about great happiness and inner 
peace is about the most difficult to practice. I’m not sure I can look anyone in the 
eye and tell them why it is so hard to forgive. I’ve been there; betrayed, denied, 
disappointed and disrespected. 

All these and all I do is walk away without looking back. No thought of forgiveness, 
and that’s what hurts the most. 

Once I was in love with a lady who spited me. She made me feel unworthy of myself. 
I loved her so much it became hard to forgive her. So I bottled the pain within and 
hoped that every memory I held of her will fade. No! It was futile. I carried her 
thought in my being and saw her face in my sleep. 

My friend told me I was still in love with her, the reason I couldn't stop thinking 
about her. He didn’t know how hard it was for me to forgive her. The more I thought 
about her the more I remembered the pain. Until I found the courage to talk to her 
about it, my being was in absolute chaos. 

Nothing is unforgivable. Unforgiveness is like leaving a bruise unattended to, it will 
decay, deeper than before. It is a war against yourself, which you're unlikely to win 
except you let go. 

It is not forgive and forget, it should be forgive, then forget. It is totally impossible to 
achieve the latter without observing the former. 

Consider the fact that we are all life’s victims, the living and the dead. Yet, we 

still strive to survive despite the suffering and pain life spins at us. We coexist. We 
understand that certain things in life are inevitable. 

In the same manner, know that humanity is imperfect. See whatever hurt is inflicted 
on you by another as means to survival. 

The beauty of a situation is defined by how much ugliness it held. The strength of a 
relationship is built on how much weaknesses it conquered. The peace you experience 
when youre alone is determined by how much peace you administer to yourself. It is 
a choice. Peace is not achievable when you dont forgive. 


Wounds heal when you forgive. Heal yourself, heal the world. 
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Never Too Late To Agoloaize 


Yesterday I wrote about forgiveness. For me it was a good write but a tough emotion 
to express. It felt like a burden that only I could rid myself of. I thought about 
everyone who had offended me in one way or another and tried to devise means to 
forgive them without holding anything back. 

Then I also reminded myself that I had offended some people. I asked myself, 

“How do I know who I have offended? How do I know if I have been forgiven?” 

It occurred to me that not forgiving someone is one of the greatest offenses to 
humanity. 

Nonetheless, there are times when you think youre right and the other person is 
wrong. You are blinded by your emotional sentiments. Know this, the fact that you're 
hurt doesn’t make you right, most times it simply makes you vulnerable. 

The only way to avoid this is to rid yourself of every seed of bitterness; to move 
forward against all odds, hate, pain, suffering and betrayal. To gather all the courage 
you require and declare, 

“T am sorry.” 

Contrary to what most people might think, saying sorry doesn’t make you weak. 
Apologies shouldn't be offered by the wrong alone. Apologies should be offered by 
everyone who believes in peace and unity; for the purpose of healthy relationships 
and smooth continuity. Ask yourself, who is a coward? The one who has the courage 
to apologize or one who has the strength to bottle grudges within? 

Saying sorry doesn’t make you less human. It makes you the pride of humanity. The 
world is in total chaos because someone refused to apologize; world leaders, religious 
leaders, tribe leaders, CEOS, husbands and wives. 


If everybody thinks they are right, who is wrong? 

Where people fail to apologize, hate grows and love dies, pride and arrogance chokes 
humility, humanity suffers. All these thought weighed on me, I arrived at only one 
final conclusion. The first step to forgiveness is to apologize, whether you are right or 
wrong. You can start today by calling or texting that person you're not at peace with 
to declare, 


“T AM SORRY.” 
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August Moves 


Without structure the definition of family would be vain. There will be no hierarchy 
in office spaces and organizations in the absence of structure. 

This is because there has to be a strategy in place for an organization or plan to 
produce the expected result. Football calls it formation. 

No game is won without a strategy coined out of an existing structure (formation). 
Life is a game, humanity; all units, formal and informal are the structure. 

To make a mark, you need to strategize. 

Millions of people can have a similar plan, but they can never have the same existing 
strategy. There must be something that works for you alone. The unfortunate act 
however is when people mistake attention-seeking for strategy. Wanting to be noticed 
is an emotional act that dates back to the first man. It is what happens to individuals 
suffering from chaotic self-esteem. 

These people either think they are better than everyone else or not good enough. 
Such people aspire to be happy by recognition and not by result. They have zero 
strategy. 

You can’t build a church in the forest and expect to have a congregation. For people 
to gather, the church has to be accessible. Your business will not thrive in Spain if 
you don’ at least understand basic Spanish. Your relationship is unlikely to survive if 
there’s no communication. 

Surviving life’s tussles at your best is a matter of strategy; simple strategies to sustain 
existing structures. It’s just appalling to know that most people don’t understand this. 
They'd rather apply force, whose end result is always a waste of efforts. To defeat your 
opponent you don’t just throw punches, you make calculated effort to hit him on 
defining spots. 

What is your strategy? 

Strategy doesn't appeal to emotional or physical sentiments. It deals with your mental 
strength alone. It is what allows your creativity to manifest. It is the state of mind 
that sheds light on whether your foresight, insight and hindsight are parallel to your 
purpose and vision. It comes to live in the way you talk, act, react and how much you 
are willing to learn and unlearn. 

Making a strategic difference does not happen in great numbers, it happens in 
significant numbers. The world will roar of your victory if you edge your opponent 
in an election with one vote than with hundred votes. Forget about being noticed or 
not. Focus on making progress in all. 

You are already a master plan, to manifest you need a significant strategy. 

What's yours? 
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Vividend O£ Laloour 


If your plan is to wait till you're capable, you might never be able. Capability is a 
combination of talent, ability and resources. 
Most times we are so concerned about the inadequacy of our resources we allow the 


talent go to waste, which automatically makes us disable. 


It is unwise not to maximize your potential because you don't have enough resources 
to plunge it into the limelight. Understand this, where talent thrives it provides the 


resources it needs for sustainability. 


Except you're born with a silver spoon, money doesn’t come before talent. For a fact, 
T understand that the gift of a man will pave way for him and make him stand before 
kings. There is an order to greatness. You have to recognize your gift; work on it, 


work with it, then let it work for you. 
What is your talent? 


Iam a writer, The Cooking Pen. 
How much have you worked to maximize it? 
I write every day to sharpen my skills while expressing myself. 


What have you done with your gift? 


I have published two eBooks, impacted few lives with my daily motivational pieces 
and blog posts, but that’s not enough. I want to tell my story, write a book. 


I just thought to remind you there’s no food for a lazy man. However, greatness 


awaits a poor man who is diligent and will persevere tough times. 


There is always dividend for labour. 
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Matter 


There are three phases in life; the beginning, existence and the end. Nothing makes 
sense without the beginning. Not even you and I. ‘The end is a phase we do not 
know, we can only visualize it. It is a phase whose anticipation makes existence the 
most important stage. What happens at the end is a factor of whether you exist 
purposefully or not. Your present priorities will be justified by the final product. 
What you get will be solely determined by how well you use what you have presently. 
There’s just one question we all need to ask ourselves, 

“In the end, will this MATTER?” 

Please note that everything, every phase, and every act has an end. 

What decisions are you making? 

What are you investing your time in? 

If at the end it won't occupy space with significant weight, then it’s a waste of time. 
Get your priorities right! 

Let’s take marriage & relationships as a focal point. If you knew your relationship 
wont MATTER in the end, would you end it now? 

If you understand that in few years, A’s intelligence and not B’s six packs will sustain 
your family, will you choose A’s belly over B’s sexy body? 

He beats you in the closet and yells at you in public. 

We know youre in love. When you get married to his wealth, please buy a freezer for 
your ice maker, it will MATTER, for your beautiful face not to be defaced. 

Oh! You want a lady with crafted hips and hourglass body! Will her body still 
MATTER if she’s the worst mother ever? 

“Tt doesn’t MATTER, as long as he’s filthy rich.” 

This was a lady’s response to her friend’s question about whether or not she could 
cope with a non-sexually active husband. I’m guessing her extra-marital affairs will 
MATTER more after all. 

It will drain your emotion and weaken your mental capability if tomorrow family 
and society begin to wonder or even ask; 

“What is the MATTER with you?” 

How will you explain that you're barren as a result of the many abortions you tagged 
as ‘not a big deal?’ By then youd be filled with so much regret youd wish you opted 
for being a ‘babymomma’; an irrecoverable worst case scenario. 

Our existence is so important and sensitive. It defines our end (entire life). 

And for heaven’s sake, who knows when that will be? Tomorrow? The next minute 
perhaps? Measure where you stand. 

Survey where youre going to; test the strength of your legs. 


If you jump, will you land at a deserved or desired spot? 
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“Nor be everything wey make sense na hin make sense.” 

There is appearance and there is reality. 

There is existence and there is the end. 

It is your world, you're the Subject MATTER. Define yourself, do only that which 
will MATTER! 
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Sel€ Princiete 


The lifestyle of some individuals reminds me of a popular line from one of Fela’s 
song. It sings, 

“Tell am to go straight, joro jara joro.” 

These individuals are the ones who are able to live without being governed by life 
or personal principles. Every step they take is a gamble and every risk they take is 
aimless. They don’t care about a certain destination or how long it will take them to 
get there. They just want to keep going, without a map. 

They strongly believe in the power of luck; they are willing enough to just do it 
anyhow and live the rest to fate. 

Well this may work, 10 in 100 times. To triumph in life, you need to understand 
who you are. 

This is to help you base your acts and pattern your steps after certain principles. An 
unprincipled life is like driving an expensive car; nothing is put into consideration, 
not potholes, not the fuel level, and definitely not the radiator. 

If the car makes it to the first destination, what are the chances that it will arrive at 
the next? 

The way forward is forward, with precision, price, and purpose. 

When you know who you are, you know what works for you. 

If this works for you, you make good use of it. With a good understanding of 
yourself, it is easier to observe the way things are being done in your society, and thus 
adapt to it without having to compromise on unnecessary grounds. 

You know you sweat a lot. You must be willing to pay more attention to your hygiene 
to avoid body odor or skin irritation. It’s just basic. Nothing goes for nothing, 
everything requires a price. 

Certain things only require common sense, principles. 

Being principled is pivotal to how healthy our relationships grow. Integrity and 
respect is acquired based on self-principle. 

You've shown them what you're made of, and how you operate. They embrace you 
wholly and relate with you based on who you are. 

The personality relevance you attain is based on the principle you live by. It makes no 
sense to just live aimlessly, being principled sustains purpose evidently. 

Be principled! 

Be you. 
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Forming For Nothing 


No man can be bigger than who he is or what he has. Hence, it is growth restriction 
when you force yourself into a level lower or higher than yours. No matter how 
beautiful a shoe is when it doesn’t fit, it doesn’t fit. 

I think it is the highest level of self-deceit when you try to measure up to what you 
don’t amount to. 

It’s okay to aspire and be passionate about it. What I don’t get is why some people 
would think they are on the same level with others because they (co)exist in the same 
environment. No! 

Growth and development understand hierarchy; it understands the difference in 
authority, positions and offices. 

You can be friends with the wealthiest man and be privileged to dine with him 
regularly. It doesn't give you his capability. It will end in a total walk of shame if you 
try to act like him and not aspire to be better than him by learning from him. 
Everyone who is rich, famous and great once aspired and worked for it. 

No one who is great stumbled on greatness by comparing themselves with great men. 
To be the best in life you don’t have to be contented with what you have or where 
you are. However, it is very important that you come to terms with it and embrace it 
wholly. To get to the top of the ladder, youd have to realize you're at the bottom, you 
can't jump to the top, you have to climb. 

It’s okay to dream big but it’s a waste of time to have unrealistic dreams. Access 
doesn’t give you what you dont have, it simply creates a pathway to it; a privilege. 
Dont waste your time bragging at the door about being what you are not when 
youre supposed to get to work and become better. 

Take for instance someone who is a tenant claiming to be a landlord just because the 
owner of the house is his brother who wouldn’ let him pay. He will spend the useful 
part of his life acting as a landlord instead of building his/her own house. If you are 
close to your boss, that’s all it is, you’re not your boss. 

Street Lingua calls it ‘forming’, but who forming don help? 

If the best you can be is to act like what you're not, then the best you will be is what 
you are, nothing. 

DON’T COMPARE YOUR LIFE WITH OTHERS. THEY ARE EITHER 
BETTER THAN YOU OR YOU ARE BETTER THAN THEY ARE. 

ONLY ASPIRE TO BE BETTER THAN WHO INSPIRES YOU. 
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Unevotective Armour 


I strongly believe in self-pride, that is, standing for something without any iota of 
pretense and sentiment. What I can’t come to terms with is arrogance. It is when 
you are so full of yourself that you look down on others with the thought that youre 
special, indispensable or perhaps the only one. 

Let me remind you that ‘no man is an island...’ Pride precedes destruction. You don’t 
care about what others think or how they feel; you just want to make your point, you 
are so filled with the intoxicating feeling you can't even process what you do or say. 
You just act with irrational acceptability. Shame! 

Show me a man whose arrogance has propelled towards positivity. I don’t know any. 
It always ends with a walk of shame. Where there is arrogance, it is difficult to sustain 
wealth and position without having to make mistakes. 

Such mistakes that preying eyes look to capitalize 

on. Arrogant people get all the attention, but not the direction. 

They are mostly feared and disliked, never respected. 

It is okay to believe in yourself, but it’s devious to look down on others with the 
thought that whatever you think is the only way forward. Arrogance makes your 
voice inaudible. Your once in a while good deed will be drowned by your everyday 
misdeeds. Arrogance chokes effort. You have all it takes to get it right, but your 
inhumane attitude keeps dragging you back. You talk too much, think little and feel 
nothing until you're broken. 

Humility elevates a man. Definitely not humility by immersion of shame from 
arrogance; no one who has been humbled has found it easy to sustain relevance. 
When couples are arrogant; marriages struggle. When bosses are bluntly proud, there 
is no room for creativity and employees look to quit before the contract expires. 
When leaders are blinded to the ideas and emotions of their followers, the mission 
becomes an adventure. 

Arrogance is just as good as it sounds. It is an Armour of unrivaled attention, very 
expensive but not protective. It drives you to the warfront and leaves you stranded 
with virtually no way out. 


Oga, na which one you dey? 
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Ultimate Choice 


I started the day on a sad note. I was condemned without guilt. It weighed on my 
heart so much it became difficult for me to connect to the “me” in me. I dwelt so 
much on the hurt it became hard for me to write, the reason why this is coming late. 
I was so demotivated it became hard for me to motivate you. 

A friend called, she noticed the sorrow in my voice but didn’t ask why I was dull. She 


just went ahead to say, 


“T don't know why you sound unhappy, all I know is that situation isn’t worthy of 
your lifestyle. Cheer up Mr. Fragile!” 


She made me realize the need to snap out of the hurt. 

Circumstances, relationships and individuals may make us sad, but happiness is a 
choice to be made irrespective of what has been. Whatever or whoever hurt you is 
done, letting it dictate your mood is a waste of positive emotion. 

It is your primary duty to encourage yourself, others can choose not to. 

I might not know how you started the day; what or who hurt you? Betrayal, 
disappointment, frustration, whatever it is, it is so because it has passed or is passing. 
Dont let a ruined moment affect your shine moment. Happiness aids creativity, it 
manifests positivity. 

I do know that whatever happened is not the best of your existence, neither is it the 
rest of it. 

Make the best of your next moment. Stay happy and be positive, it attracts like 


terms. 
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Ave You Truly Special’ 


I just can’t help but laugh. In Yoruba land there’s a saying or perhaps there are people 
categorized as ‘alai ni Nkan se ti’n da ipari osu.” This translates as ‘a slothful person 
whose most diligent act is procrastination.’ Yes, I know Yoruba is deep. What I don’t 
know is why you 

think your chances of succeeding in your choicest line of business or field are limited 
because there are a lot of people doing that which you desire to do. 

I once heard a brother say, 

“I am very passionate about playing football, but now that it seems everyone wants to 
become a footballer, I should probably learn a trade.” 

I tried to make him see why his quality and not the quantity of lesser qualified 
people should be a factor for giving up on his dream. He is a talented footballer, no, 
he was. He stopped training, and settled for being a barber. ’'m not trying to sound 
pessimistic if I say that’s the best he will ever amount to. This is because for every 


time I tell him to get back on the field, he agrees to go only in his mental world. 


A lot of people do what you desire to do, that’s good news! People who made history 
with their gift or in their line of business fought through the crowd to stand out. 
Except youre looking for cheap success which expires before it begins to blaze, you 


can't keep giving yourself an excuse not to do that which you desire to do, now! 


The Nigerian music industry is saturated; everyone wants to be a musician. Flash 
news, only the talented ones who didn’t stop working hard are truly famous and 
flaming. It doesn’t matter how many people do the things you do. 

What matters is that they don’t do it like you. They don’t do it with your brain, your 
ethics and your value. 

Haven’ you realized? You're different. 

I am not being boastful but recently I told an interviewer I am one of the best 
storytellers around. Why? He looked me in the eye and said to me, 

“What gives you the impression that you are a writer? There are a lot of good writers 
in Nigeria who are doing good. You haven't published a novel or written a screenplay, 
you seriously think you are a writer?” 

That’s what the world will tell you. You will be silly to let your soul accept the foes of 
their vain tongue. I found out the so-called interview is a pastor. It didn’t make any 
difference, all I did was restate my belief, 

“IT AM ONE OF THE BEST STORYTELLERS AROUND. 
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It doesn’t matter how many writers the world has known or will ever know; Femi 
Fragile is different! Hence, I can never stop writing. 

You can't be successful if you don’t do it, often. 

It’s a rowdy world, only the bold survive. Don’t do what you should do today 
tomorrow because yesterday wasn’t favorable. 

The sky is wide enough for all birds to fly, action word is fly. 

You wont have a place in the sky if you don’t attempt to fly. 

Shoti ye e? — Do you understand? 

Kunle can play ball, you can too. Kunle is well-known, you're not. It doesn’t matter 
because you're not Kunle, YOU ARE SPECIAL. 

All you've got to do is show the world why you are. 
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Peace From Silence 


Permit me to remind you that it is in humans’ nature to judge and be judged. It may 
not seem like the right thing to do but there’s definitely no iota of evil in it. Evil is 
evil when it is evil, it can’t be something else. Sometimes people judge us, not to hurt 
us but simply because they feel the dire need to have a say in our lives or the way 

we live. You'd agree with me that you also do it, everyone does. Nonetheless, in the 
process of judging someone or being judged, the way you react depends solely on 
your personality; introvert, emotional or extrovert. Whichever personality manifests 
within you, the first thing every human tries to do when they are being corrected is 
to defend. It is normal. Yet, normal isn’t good enough to conquer ourselves and the 
world, there is a need to be abnormal. I definitely do not mean abnormality in the 
height of insanity, no. I’m talking about having an edge over the judge by reacting 
unpredictably. That’s what makes you better. It defines your existence and fosters the 
relationships you keep, towards expiry or continuity. 

You can’t afford to fall prey to the one who is judging you. Process these, someone 
who intends to or is judging you has thought about you, discussed you, and is 
expecting a (certain) reaction from you. If you react the way they predicted, then you 
are indeed what they called you. You'd have made a stamped impression in the mind 
of everyone present. Recently I have worked on myself, especially on my reactions 
and responses. Normally, I always have the right answer (which always makes me 
vulnerable). I used to think silence denotes weakness. I now understand that silence is 
the most audible statement that leaves people guessing your next move. What you say 
can be used against you but silence can never be used against any man. Silence makes 
people fight for you while youre absent. ’m almost sure that whoever coined the 
statement ‘silence means consent is an antagonist who was after every way to put a 
man down. The world is eager to tag each other with a bit of negativity, don’t make it 
easy for anyone to do that to you. In other for you to follow peace with all men you 
have to be a fool by choice. They will keep trying until they get worn out and you 
start winning. Christians judge Muslims; in turn they react by maiming themselves. 
Friends accuse each other and what leads to enmity is how either party reacts. Wife 
lays down a fact for thinking her husband is cheating and he beats her up for not 
trusting him. Your boss pins a loss on you and you went raging about it till you came 
across the wrong person who redefines it to the boss, 

“He is even calling you a fool sir.” 

Someone calls and questions your inconsistency about checking on others and your 
perfect response is, “you don’t also keep in touch.” 


Swallow all the above pills and points to one that leads to peace. 
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No doubt, the problems of the world are the humans in it. Quote me, being judged 
is not evil, it is your reaction that makes it evil. 

This reaction in most cases brings out the dark side of you. 

How do you think terrorism began? It started as an angry response to a ‘wrong’ 
accusation. 

Responding to accusations doesn’t show strength. It definitely doesn’t make you less 
human, it does make you less humane. 

Embrace all corrections with love and watch the world blossom with peace, starting 


from you bedroom. Don't let the world drive your heart to hate. 
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Curse Ov Course? 


There are two sides to everything; good or bad, right or wrong, love or hate, 
forgiveness or revenge, the list goes on. The same thing applies to life. Life is good 
but it is also unfair. It is through nature’s imperfection that certain things happen to 
us that we think we don’t deserve. 

When such things happen, we are poised to ask ‘why me?’ or ‘what have I done to 
deserve this?’ 

As an African man, such times are moments we begin to question the authenticity 
of our neighbor’s witchcraft or the wizardry of a stepfather who never showed us 
love. ’'m not trying to play down fetish tendencies, no. I’m just trying to let you 
understand that the same ground you stamp your feet on while running to victory 
will host you when you fall. Realize that not every problem is a curse, some things 
are simply inevitable. This is why no man is beyond grace or great luck. I’ve decided 
to use both words for the sake of atheists. If you're too naive to pray for the grace to 
see each day through, you can at least wish yourself luck before you step out. Life 
was conjured with great spirituality, everything in it including science. Therefore, 

be aware that unforeseen forces exist. Some days they create an aura of peace, other 
days they create room for chaos. Life is a gamble, some days are very good while 
certain days are way below expectation. Even religion understands this, the bible 
explains that in life we will face tribulations, but if we stay in Christ we will conquer. 
The Bible didn’t say for every time you encounter obstacles someone is or will be 
responsible. “Gbogbo igba ko laye lowo soro e!” 

If you win two million Naira in Bet Naija and you attribute it to good luck, then you 
should be willing to attribute that bike accident to ill luck, treat yourself and move 
on. That same bike accident claimed the life of another. 

Ah! Life is a war! If you're lucky enough to survive for long before you die, be 
thankful. Death is inevitable. Life is not a war to be won. It is that to be well fought 
in order to record victories in certain battles. 

Everything happens for a purpose. A child was born blind, and the first thing the 
mother says is, “My enemies are at work again.” 

Twenty years later he becomes a billionaire, the mother says, 

“Disability is not inability.” 

You might not be able to see the future, but you can conceive a good one for yourself 
and birth it against all odds. 

That misfortune is definitely not the end of your life. 

What is victory without challenges? 

What is destination without a journey? 

What is wealth without having tasted poverty? 
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Your life will be worth nothing if it is always priceless. Your worth will be determined 
by the great prices and grave sacrifices you make. 

During my service year, I knew a lady who almost gave up on love due to several 
heartbreaks. 

She concluded that she was cursed. Hearing about her several ordeals made my heart 
quiver in fear; she had experienced seven major heartbreaks and she was 33 years 
old. I summoned courage and advised her to give it one last try; she is now happily 
married with a set of twins. 

Life charted a longer course for her but she definitely wasn’t cursed. 

Life is good but nothing good comes easy. 

Step into each day with positivity. Pray for grace. Wish yourself good luck. But if 
after all these you don’t have the best of day, don’t sweat it; reflect on those who can't 
try again, the ones youre not better than. 

Think about that young boy who was caught by a stray bullet, then ask yourself, 


“Am I truly cursed or is this a course I can conquer?” 
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The Giwl Child 


Sometimes last year I wrote a TV script for a proposed teenage program that 
discussed sensitive issues like sex, abortion, sexual awareness, and dating among 
teens. It’s one of the most expressive scripts I’ve written in a while. 

The primary subjects were teenage girls. The mind picture of teenage baby mommas I 
see every day was a push to delivering the piece of art, 

needless to mention the livelihood of the ones living away from their families, and 
the ones sneaking away to taste the pie they aren't ripe enough to eat. 

The producer said it was too good, but my language was too strong. He doesn’t want 
parents feeling insecure about what knowledge the program would impact on their 
teens. I’m still confused as to how a program that enlightens on sex education and 


healthy living for teenagers would cause any harm. 


Every parent needs to unlearn what they know and realize that we now live in the 
alien age where ignorance is not an adequate excuse. There is an alien in town and 
you think it’s safe not to tell your child about it because it will scare him. That would 
be your regret when it kills him, youd wish you'd informed and taught him how to 
protect himself. 


I was going to tone down the script until my neighbor came lamenting about a 
certain teenage girl that was impregnated by nobody. She’s toured several guys. ‘The 
result of the scan revealed that the one she claimed was responsible was indeed not 
responsible. She’s 9 weeks pregnant and the guy declared he was with her for the first 
time 4 weeks ago. This is a girl that was taken 

away from her mother so she could get good education and have a chance at a better 
future. 

All that is now a dunk in the trash! 


Can we ever do enough to protect our girls? 


I laugh at parents who think the only way to bring up a child is through religion. 
Christ won't teach your child sex education. It’s easier for her to make a (wise) choice 
when she knows it all. 

You've never shown her what a bad apple looks or tastes like, how do you expect her 
to know it’s bad while eating it? 

Tell these girls what they need to know! Prepare them for what’s coming! 

If you keep protecting her like a queen, what happens the day you leave her 


unguarded? You won't always be there. 
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Relate with them like adults, it doesn’t have to be rushed. Ask them questions, tell 
them about condoms. Listen to what they are scared to tell you. Like, which guy 
looks at them differently, if they have been kissed on the lips or cheek? 

Protect them with knowledge, not by being overly strict. Teach them how to say no 
with every sense of responsibility; all of them not just yours. 

Youd be preventing abortion! 

Youd be fighting rape! 

Youd be limiting the number of accidental mothers we have. 

We'd have better (oriented) marriages. 

A young lady once told me “Ive had sex with over 70 guys and had 5 abortions” She 
was just 17 then. I made it a mission to see her get better. I’m not sure if I succeeded, 


but I don’t ever want to fail with another. Never! 
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Pressure? Not An Option 


When you don’t know how to swim and you drown, it’s unacceptably acceptable. You 
gambled with your life, foolishly. You ‘struggled’ but the water won. However, when 
you are a good swimmer and you drown, everyone raises an eyebrow. 

They want to know what happened, why and how it happened. The answer is 
pressure. Pressure drowned you, not the water. You had become physically and 
mentally weak; you ‘allowed’ the water overwhelm you. 

Most times it isn’t the challenges we face that weigh on us or render us weak, it is our 
reaction to it. If you can’t contain pressure, chances are youd bow to that situation. 
You might be curious, how exactly does one come under pressure? Simple! Pressure 
sets in when you spend more time thinking of the problem than a solution. The 
smallest problem when pondered on remains small but develops a bigger picture 

in our mind. This wrong imagination pierces our confidence and holds us hostage, 
leaving us with only one choice; to succumb to the pressing situation. 

It is normal for family and society to keep you under pressure. Those types of 
pressure can be fought, only when you dont allow it get to you. The moment it sets 
in, it becomes self-pressure which isn’t good. You begin to lose faith in yourself; start 
to question your actions. You start accepting the condemnation of society and family. 
You logically establish your own ruin. How? There comes an unwillingness to try. 
Your mental capability becomes puzzled. 

Not one thing that you think of makes sense. Everything about your existence reflects 
negativity, as expressed by your words and actions. 

Failure becomes acceptable. You wish for that which you desire to happen but 
realistically your soul battles that wish. The battle of good and evil breaks out in your 
mind. Good says gently, 

“Attending this interview can be the start of something good.” 

Evil retorts emphatically, 

“What difference will it make? It’s not like this is your first interview. Just forget it 
already!” 

I don’t know what or who is attacking your self-belief but I’m here to tell you that 
you need to ward them off. Understand that it is your life and whatever happens 
must happen on your own terms, yours only. Embrace whatever situation youre in; 


love yourself, keep a good faith in God and watch fortune smile on you. 


Have you forgotten? Delay isn’t denial! Permit me to add that self-pressure is suicidal. 
Dont let any problem take charge of your happiness. Positivity is the only door to 
every miracle. It is absolutely impossible to connect with God in negativity. It is like 


praying for the sake of it. 
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It isn’t as easy as it is being explained, I know. I have been there severally. I now know 
that maintaining a positive attitude boosts your morale and gives you a mental push. 
When your world comes crumbling, the first person you need is yourself. You need to 
be strong. The strength of others can never be adequate for a man who has lost hope. 
Tell me, how can one who has lost himself believe in God? 

This is why I’m going to say this one last time. Please and please, don’t ever choke 
under pressure. The moment I realize being somewhere or with someone isn’t good 
for my confidence I stay away. 

Realize what aids strength in you and leverage on it. 

Broken hearted? Unemployed? Barren? Sick? Unmarried? Broke? Betrayed? 

All these will shake you. DO NOT LET THEM BREAK YOU. 

You deserve better than nothing. 


If you can’ trust anyone, then stop being under pressure and talk to God! He listens! 
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Wake Ue Now 


The reason some people will never get it right is because they refuse to wake up 
even when life alarms them. Such people when faced with consuming challenges 

or tribulations still find comfort in their dream state. They are seriously hurting 

but don’t put it to heart to get rid of that suffering. I know you're wondering how 
someone can be relaxed in discomfort. It’s just like being called out of sleep by an 
alarm but instead of rising up to face the day you snooze the alarm till it becomes late 
or the day goes to waste. 

You don’t need to be reminded that at some point in every man’s life comes 
discomfort. What want to imprint on your conscience is that it is totally 
unacceptable to come to terms with what you're going through. I’m always very 
annoyed when I hear people sympathize with themselves by saying, 

“T’'ve accepted my fate!” 

What a reckless thing to say! 

What fate are you accepting? 

How do you know what your fate is? 

There’s a saying in Yoruba language that translates, “fight for yourself - ja Pori e.” 
Instead of settling for a life of regrets, why not rise and fight for what you deserve? 
J Martin’s Cool Temper will always be bliss. The man preached the importance of 
self-belief and bravery... 

‘Stand up to your feet and say no to your defeat.’ 

It is bad enough that life is attempting to shut you down, don’ give in. It is the 
highest level of laziness that instead of overcoming a struggle you willingly succumb 
to it. My research points to the fact that most people suffer because they'd rather 
merry in pity and be offered crumbs as consolation than retort sympathy and be great 
again. For how long do you think people will sympathize with you? Not forever! 
Every mourning period will pass. It’s left for you to decide where youre headed 
afterwards, towards a new beginning or graver misfortune. 


I admire people who set their alarm but don’t wait for it to wake them up. They 
understand what's at stake and aren’ willing to take any chance. That’s the right 
attitude. No matter how (un)comfortable your bed is, it is always a sleeping place. 

It is your responsibility to know when to get out of it. Every problem always leaves 
the impression that it isn’t a big deal until the burden sinks your neck. Except you're 
passing through it together, don’t let anyone tell you the intensity of the fire. 

If you don't wake up at the appropriate time, those who sympathize with you now 
wont have a problem mourning you. Dont go to bed under a burning roof. It’s better 


to wake up too early than to be gone too soon. 
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Waiting On God 


There’s a difference between waiting on God and waiting for God. Waiting on God 
has everything to do with trusting Him to handle a situation; believing He’s present 
even when you can't see Him and stepping forward in faith when you can’t hear Him. 
It is a spiritual act that requires an understanding of who God is, the All-Sufficient. 


Those who wait on the Lord shall renew their strengths. The ones who wait for him 
shall keep making excuses until they miss their blessings. Such people complain 
about how much they have prayed and seem not to get an answer. They expect a 
practical action as to how the next step they take should be. They want to hear God 


speak to them like a radio to its audience. 


When it doesn’t happen this way they yell at the heavens and ask, 

“Oh! God! Why have you forsaken me?” 

Dear, life’s experience has helped me understand my Maker better. He is a mysterious 
God. He sees, knows and hears everything. He may be quiet but He is never idle. He 
is always on your case. When you get silence from Him, it’s either youre not ripe for 
what you desire or He has something better in stock for you. Most times, He knows 
the ability He has given you and just wants you to put it to good use. No parent loves 
a lazy child. Every parent pampers their kids too. 


You have an empty bucket which when filled will be heavier than what you can carry. 
You need someone to help you carry it but you refused to fill it. You eventually find 
someone who is willing to help but is in so much haste he couldn’t wait for it to be 
filled. Why didn’t you fill the bucket before looking for someone to help carry it? 


It’s always too late when you do nothing. You have to wait on God with something 
tangible. God will do that which He will do without waiting for you. You just have 
to trust him and take a leap of faith. Its okay to wait on God, what’s unacceptable 

is being idle while doing so. Quit waiting for Him, start moving ahead. Waiting for 
someone who is ahead of you is senseless. 

God is a leader; He is always at the forefront. He is a shepherd; He always guides and 
guards His sheep. You and I are in His flock. 

Our ultimate responsibility is to trust Him while making every conscious effort to 
fulfill our purpose. God is there with you, believe that. 

Femi Fragile is a writer. He thrives at writing fiction. Then came a time when mental 
and physical situations weren't favorable. He asked God ‘why?’ He waited on Him for 
a fresh inspiration. 
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He stopped writing fiction and set out to inspire himself. He wrote a motivational 
piece he decided to share with everyone. Ever since, he has written a piece every day 
to inspire more people. In a short while, his motivational pieces touched more lives 
than his fiction did in four years. People now reach out from other countries just to 
say how powerfully inspired they get by reading from him every morning. 

Then God manifested! 

Conditions became favorable. Now, his fiction is even better than before. While he 
waited on God he ventured into other styles of writing, and found peace. Be like 


Femi Fragile, don’t wait for God and do nothing. Wait on God and do everything. 
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Know The Truth 


Embrace the truth. Speak the truth. 

It is important to be at peace with men, but when that fails it is most important to 
be at peace with yourself. Who you are and where you're headed depends to a large 
extent on how transparent and accountable you are about your words and actions. 
The truth shall make you free. It wins you the battle against your flesh with no fears, 
insecurities and worries. It breaks the shackle wrapped around your soul and gives 
you inner peace. 

On moral grounds, speaking the truth is the right thing to do even if its odds aren't 
in your favor. Religion also agrees with this. However, it is a difficult way to live by 
because it is a bumpy road to ride on. It could mean falling out of favor to protect 
your integrity. Sometimes we live a lie to protect our loved ones from hurt. This 
happens to everyone. Question is, when the ones youre protecting find out the truth 


they know is coated with lies, will they still trust you? 


Some of us know the truth but will rather keep mute because of the burden it tends 
to bring. How do you tell your friend you slept with his boy/girlfriend? Hell no! How 
do you feel when you are with that friend and he/she shows you love while ignorant 
of your deeds; Peaceful or guilty? 

It becomes unbearable when we are caught in the act and we still deny. Smooth lies 
are temporary victories. The truth always reveals itself like a thief in broad day, at the 


right time. It is very difficult to say the truth when you've made lying a habit. 


Concealing the truth has physical, moral and religious implications. This is the 
ultimate truth but some of us have refused to accept it. Smoking is injurious to your 
health yet you give yourself a thousand reasons why it’s a lie. False witness in court 
could get you jail time, yet you take the witness box. Lying as preached by religion 
will hinder you from paradise... What else do you need to be told? 


Intentional and purposeful living is built on the truth about your career, relationship, 
business, job and words. A million lies for a million years will be enveloped by just 
one truth. What’s the point? Telling the truth is difficult but it can be learnt. It is 


definitely not an act of cowardice. 


Your life! Your choices; your truth! your inner peace. 


Try it today, speak the truth only. Experience first class peace... 
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Vo Some thing, Riaht 


When the time is right a man’s fortune will brighten. The world is construed in a way 
that your life can change overnight, for better or worse. The general factor to that 
effect however is what you are doing rightly or wrongly. So, in case you're worried 
about whether or not things will get better, it will if you position yourself for it. Any 
man’s life can change all of a sudden, what most people don’t understand is that 
sudden is an accumulation of positive or negative pressure. It is 


a process known to one alone. 


You're unemployed and wondering if you'll get your desired job anytime soon. It 
will come when you least expect but you have to stop waiting for the job and start 
looking for it. You'll be shocked at the result of your effort. If you don’t hunt for 
what you need, what you don’ need will haunt you. My point exactly, you can’t stay 
idle and expect a result. No one needs to knowwhat you're doing. For a fact, the 
lesser they know the better. It is okay to tell people about your need for a job. What 
isn't right is creating a sympathetic impression that youre unemployed. You'll be the 


center of attention for mockery. 


Since you were born, have you ever lived through a day that didn’t end? Tick Tock! 
What are you doing while time expires? Fortune will eventually smile on you if you 
keep at it. Don't be deceived, no one is born great. We are born to do great things 
and attain great heights. The reality of that depends on how prepared you are to 
climb and how much strength you are determined to channel to the cause. There will 
be weak and strong days but no man can exhaust his strength (abilities and resources) 
before he dies. You have it, use it! 

While you're busy doing the work, remain positive. In the absence of religion, 
positivity and negativity are spiritual forces/aura our thoughts automatically conjure 
to hover around us. Negativity is a disease. Sick people can’t work hard. Heal yourself 
of ill thoughts and attract good fortune. Religion terms it as faith against doubt. If 
you doubt yourself you'll waste the opportunity when it eventually comes around. 

Be prepared for the miracle you prayed for. Say good things to/about yourself. Live in 
your own world. It is your story, be the hero. 


Single? Quit worrying, it won't bring a partner your way. Be open and love yourself. 


Without this, searching isn’t a complete process. 


Barren? Be prepared for what training a child looks like. Adopt one, if you can't, take 


care of the ones around. 
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Unemployed? Quit searching and start knocking on office doors to tell them why 


they need you. Someone needs what you're offering. 


Make sure you're doing something. Pray, plan, act and persevere. In the case of abuse 
in your marriage; pray, plan to leave and act! Don’t allow anyone who doesn’t know 


your worth make you cheap. 
Above all, that problem is not the end of your life. You will have everything you 


desire if you start doing something about it. 


You don see hungry man wey lai down dey wait food? 
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Setback? Get Back UP! 


I woke up to blog this morning and I experienced a setback. It broke my heart a lot. 
Recent sacrifices ’'ve made for this purpose flashed through my mind and I eased into 
helplessness. I screamed at no one, “why today?” I was angry, so angry I decided I 
wasnt going to do this, Inspire you. 

The situation was so demotivating. I asked several questions that I didn't have 
answers to. So many foolish thoughts came to mind due to the frustration. 

After about an hour of doing nothing productive, I asked myself why I was so angry. 
I realized I was angry for no reason. 

It was frivolous of me to have been angry at a situation I couldn't help. I picked 
myself up, encouraged myself and here I am again. 

A life that experiences setback is one that is moving forward. No one who is 
stagnant can be setback, they always live in the back. I don’t know what delay you're 
experiencing but I’m here to plead with you not to let it break you. Dwelling on 
your setbacks will do you no good. Suicide are born from months (or moments) of 
frustration and depression. My big brother will always say to me, 

“T don't worry about things I can’t help. I can’t afford not to be in the right state of 
mind when what I can help comes around.” 

Shortly after I picked myself up a client that I’ve been having sessions with reached 
out on Whatsapp. I was able to tell her what she needed to hear. Her spirit was lifted 
and she confessed to the relief she caught from chatting with me. Just imagine me 
still being downcast. I would have laid my depression on the heart of another. Did 
you know? Your smile is someone’s reason to smile. Your life is the reason someone is 
existing. What happens to that person when you give up? 

You don’t have the right to give up! The life you own is yours alone, but there are 
hundreds of others attached to yours. If you choose to be timid you will be their 
setback. They will eventually move on without you but you would have altered their 
purpose. 

This morning my cousin told me, 

“after all the time here, money and strength na Wetin I carry comot o.” 

He is seven years older than me and he just graduated from Uni. I did over five years 
ago. He experienced several setbacks. He could have settled out of school but he 
chose to finish. He did on a remarkable note. He now owns a thriving clothing line 
and makes reasonable profit. 

I heard about someone who passed through something similar and ended up hanging 


on a tree. 
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Difference between these two individuals is that one gave everything while the other 
lost everything. They chose differently. 

What’s your story? What setback are you experiencing? 

Delays are temporary. 

This day will pass. Tomorrow will come. Don’t live today when tomorrow comes. 
The sun shines differently every day. Some days it’s blurred by thick cloud, other days 
it shines brightest. 

You will overcome by moving on. At the end of the day, the only way forward is 


forward. 


Motivationals ———————————- 193 


Redemetion 


You can get or seek for a million counsels. People will advise you, recommend 
solutions, judge you, criticize you and sometimes think for you. In the end 
everything still boils down to you because you get to make the choice. Yes, it is your 
life. It might not always be your rules, sometimes it’s okay to drift towards others’ 
principles. It’s okay as long as you get to make the final decision. No one can truly 
tell why you made your decision. They can only affirm that you made it. It is in this 
manner that I'd like to impact on you that even if you have the worst life, how much 
sense you make of it is a choice you get to make, nothing else matters. You choose 
your fortune; ill or healthy. 

Here is my message to all victims of hurt, evil and hate. Whether you've been abused 
or betrayed, made a mistake or been implicated. The picture you create about that 
circumstance to the world is how they treat you. It is a picture of yourself; to show 
your mental capability. 

How can you complement hate with hate? Or betrayal with Unforgiveness? Needless 
to lay to heart few of us who choose to be stigmatized instead of being redeemed. 
Such people don’t heal. Never! 

A while back I was talking to a lady and she didn’t have to say too much before | 
figured that she was a victim of rape and other abuses. She spoke of her life with 

so much pity and vulnerability. I looked at her and made her realize she was also 
abusing herself. I explained further, 

“Choosing not to heal yourself is the greatest abuse ever. You have the medicine but 
you choose not to use it, you expect the disease to just disappear. Is that possible?” 
She said no. I counseled her with the hope that she will heal. Two weeks later she 
called, she was crying. She had been raped again, by a friend who took advantage of 
her vulnerability. Thank God for prayers and wisdom, she’s doing better now. In like 
manner I know of another lady who was abused in her previous marriage. Months 
into meeting her I didn’t realize she was ever married until she told me. She chose 
wisely how she wanted the world to see her; 

redeemed & beautiful. 

Abuse is not a physical tattoo; it doesn’t have to be a mental one. No one needs to 
know what you've been through except it is being shared as a testimony to serve as 
motivation to others. The deed doesn’t make you a victim; it is your acceptability of it 
that unveils that. 
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If you make it a garment people will describe you in that light. 

Life is a war. Things will happen. You have to fight your battle, everyone is fighting 
one. When you express yourself as weak and pitiable you become a burden to others 
and yourself. 

It is a miss-take because you can retake, if not it will be a doom-take. You will always 
get a 

chance to breathe again. Don’t be trapped in a box when there’s sufficient air to 


inhale from. 


HIV positive? Stay alive for yourself! It is a status not a sentence. 

What do we say about people born disable? Whose mistake? Whose misfortune? 
Some of them are doing very great. What’s your excuse? 

Death to the soul is never the answer. There can’t be restoration without redemption. 
Heal! 

I was first called Fragile because I embraced hurt and dwelt in pity. 

You wouldn't have guessed. 


I made a choice and turned my weakness to strength. 
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The Lime 


“Once you cross that line there’s no going back.” 

That’s what I tell myself whenever I am about to lose it. Sometimes it works, other 
times I live 

to regret the expired moment. My name is Oluwasegun Olufemi, I’m imperfect. If 

I ask you how you feel about me there’s a sixty percent chance youd talk about the 
goodness of my heart and act. I have weaknesses too. 

Iam too gentle at heart that I easily get taken for granted. I also have once in a year 
moments 

of flowing tears, shaky voice, vibrating body, deaf unforgiving type of anger. A side of 
me I dont like revealing. My friend still teases me about one of those moments last 
year. One of the so called Lagos touts got silly and I lost it. He saw the rage in my 
eyes and ran for his life. Guess what? I chased after him so hard the other ones fled 
too. I thank God I didn’t catch up with him then, I’m not sure of what would have 
happened. 

What if? What if I hit him and he kicked the bucket? 

No one would care if he did wrong, I would hang for it. 

It’s okay to express your dissatisfaction about something. Nonetheless, be very careful 
not to cross the line. Be sure of what step you want to take before jumping into 
action. Don't make a choice youd live to regret. 


Pm not talking bad temper alone. This is relative to every sphere of life. 


Dont just break up because you caught her cheating. Be sure you didn’t push her to 
it. Don’t end up lurking in the dark and in tears when she leaves. 

A very bad day on the job isn’t enough for you to resign, be sure leaving the job leads 
you somewhere better. Don’t mock someone whose story you don’t know. Guilt will 
taunt you when you know better. 

As difficult as it sounds you don’t always have to react. Be sure of what to do or say. 
It’s always better to ask questions, but if the atmosphere doesn’t agree with such 
patience, walk away and create room for a moment of peace. 

Think things through before you do them. Before you judge me I plead guilty. Did I 
add that the moment of anger was at a big brother’s wedding? And that I pulled my 
Yoruba d*m*on’s Agbada as I chased after him? 

What a shame! I wished I had thought things through. I still regret that moment. 
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CUuStom Made 


“We live in a world where a lot of women have this entitlement thing going on. 
Women have been made to believe it is the men’s sole responsibility to take care of 
them. But who takes care of the men? Who takes time to serve them, encourage them 
and pray for them? Love really is two way. I want to take care of my man as much as 
he desires to take care of me.” 

The above came to light during a discussion between myself and a friend. She 
schooled me on what it truly means to take care of a man. While few ladies may 
disagree with her opinion, most will agree as much as I do. 

I'd like to begin on the note that the only difference between men and women is the 
spiritual and moral obligation society and religion has pronounced. Men are leaders 
of the home; they provide, protect and pamper their family physically. 

Women are the heart of the home; they also protect, provide and pamper their family 
spiritually and morally. Void of low or high selfesteem issues on either’s part, they are 
as important as each other. 

The death of the head or the heart is the death to the body. 

Marriages crumble, relationships fail, true love is missing because some ladies have 
taken it to heart that a man sole responsibility is to take care of them. When this 
doesn't happen they begin to grumble. Men are emotional too, we feel, sometimes a 
little too much than women. 

Some men misbehave because their wives don’t care enough. You can’t go wrong with 
the right woman. It all makes sense now. A while back I asked a certain lady why she 
was still single. Sincerely I hadn't expected her response, 

“Ah! Why else? I can’t date a man that can’t take care of me.” 

She is still searching. No, she’s dating her ego. It is okay to desire a man that will take 
care of you or meet your needs as your intention really whispers, but when last did 
you open your mind to friendship for the sole purpose of meeting a man whom your 
presence in his life will bring progress? ’m not talking about showering him with 
gifts and money, some men are utterly irresponsible they will take advantage of that 
and use recession as an excuse. I mean desiring a man for the purpose of genuinely 
loving, caring and supporting him. 

I'd like to chip in that some ladies are irresponsible too; if he doesn’t have enough 
money, #kolewerk. 

The days when love was blind have gone into extinction. These times are periods 
when we open our eyes, realize the imperfection in the person we desire, embrace 


that imperfection without prejudice and make him/her better. 
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This is what makes love blossom. It is the fruit it bears that makes it true. In the 
absence of combined efforts love is just love, nothing is true. 
I was discussing with one of my mentors on marriage and relationship issues. I asked 


him how he chose his wife and he answered, 


“T didn’t choose my wife, she chose me. The same flaw other ladies saw in me and fled 
was the same one that attracted her. When I asked why she settled for me she told me 
I was a gold in the mould and not a gold-plated metal. She didn’t just choose me, she 
made me realize I was more valuable than I imagined.” 


You can't just pick something on the street and call it yours. You have to acquire 
it in a proper way. So also, to truly call a man or woman your own, his/her life 
must reflect your touch and presence. Nobody is good enough, there’s always a 
discouraging feature. If you truly need them, it’s your duty to fix them. 


Without him being irresponsible about it, there’s no crime in being richer than your 


husband. 


There’s absolutely no crime in being a better cook than your wife. Forget what society 
thinks, if you find him deserving, invest that wealth in him; make him richer than 
you. For as many children as you want, she has earned the right to be taught how to 
make a proper meal. I doubt if there’s a greater submission of a wife to her husband 
than carrying their child for nine months. 

Dear lady, there’s no crime in being the extra to his ordinary. 


Men, realize that all mothers are superheroes; your mother and wife. 


Every couple is each other’s responsibility. 80% of healthy marriages work because of 
the wives. 

Real women are keepers. Take care of your man as much as he is willing to take care 
of you. If you are single, purposing your heart to do this is the only way to find a 
worthy man. 


Ready-made don’t fit like custom made. Build the man you desire, to your taste. 


Motivationals ———————————- {98 


Gitted Hands 


I don’t understand why anyone should struggle to shine with their talent/gift/ability. 
I can conclude that this happens mostly due to laziness and inadequate practice. ’m 
not here to judge anyone, perhaps you have a genuine excuse but until then I can’t 
think otherwise. Except a bird is injured it doesn’t struggle to fly. If it fails to fly, it 
wouldnt be a bird. Even if it runs faster than Usain Bolt it isn’t living up to its true 
potential. 

Someone once asked me, 


“How do you come up with different words of motivation every morning?” 


Truth is, there are days when I wake up lazy or demotivated. I am simply tuned to 
the mentality that I wouldn't be living to my full potential if I don’t write. This is why 


some of my messages are pure expressions of my life, to motivate you. 


I get better every day. Before I'd start thinking of what to write the night before, now 
I just start typing and let my talent take its course. Doing what you know how to do 
best is the most difficult act. You can easily procrastinate or get discouraged by your 
mood. In respect to the latter, it is in such time that you truly maximize 

your potential. 

The gift of a man never fails him. If you are rich, maximizing your potential will 
make you richer. Like birds, your talent must be a lifestyle, without which the essence 
of your existence is incomplete. It is wrong to ignore what you can do for what you 
feel like doing. It is like sowing a seed in the wrong season. You'll be wasting time 
and resources. There will be nothing to harvest because the condition in which you 
planted were unfavorable. 

Talent needs passion, diligence, focus, commitment and consistency to thrive. 
Harvest time might be late but your gift will bear good fruits eventually. It is 
inevitable. Mind you, every talent requires an effort. The bigger the effort the greater 
the result! I write everyday but not with ease. Talent doesn’t work like magic, nothing 
good comes easy. 

When you eventually hit the focal point, your talent will announce you like a 
grenade. Keep at it! 

Do you have a talent? Everyone does. 

What is your talent? Discover it. 
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Lavestment Ov Liability? 


The law of productivity explains that you can either make an investment or become a 
liability. The principle of blessing is built on investing; giving to someone or a cause 


sacrificially or necessarily in other to enjoy greater return. 


Money possesses our soul and pushes us to spend spontaneously. However, it 
takes those who have mastered the art of investing not to become slaves to money. 
Contrary to the belief that poor men are always humbled by money, it is actually rich 


men who spend unwisely that walk into poverty with eyes wide open. 


Not to make money the subject matter, if you don’t invest or you invest in the wrong 
cause you will be liable for the consequences of your choice. In every man’s life span 
lie opportunities and resources to make him rich and richer. Open your eyes. 

Life is an opportunity. To make the best of it you have to give your best to it. There’s 
no point buying a farmland if you don't have a seed to sow. planting requires vision, 
you must have knowledge of the relationship between a seed, soil and season. No one 
wise embarks on a journey without being aware of what route to take. In the absence 
of knowledge, ignorance is incredibly expensive; it can cost your life. If it does you 


will be on the wall of shame, if it doesn’t you take the walk of shame. 


Every gambler knows that you lose more than you win. If you get lucky one win 
rights your fortune, if not you keep at it till you begin to struggle. Don’t just dabble 
into stuff, if there’s need for it, take calculated risks only. It is foolish to do something 
because everyone else is doing it, find out why they are doing it. Will it work for you? 
If it will, find out how it’s being done. Can you bear the cost? If you can it’s okay, if 


not don’t dare. Try cooking a bag of rice with a teaspoon of salt, tasty? 


“Giving is never convenient; always feels better to add more than lose some. It is a 
generous, kind and selfless act but it can also be poisonous when it is to the wrong 
people or towards a wrong cause.” 

Curious? 

Ask people who give sentimentally; they give to make an impression not necessarily 
as an expression of goodwill. They keep doing so till it’s no longer convenient to keep 


up the appearances. 
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To invest properly you have to know how, learn! There’s a different approach to 
investing in every business, institution and relationship. You can't read a textbook you 


used in class 1 while preparing to write a class 5 exam, F9. 


Dont go into a new relationship with impression the previous one created; new girl/ 


boy, new investment. 


Dont force your child to study a course against her choice; it is bad investment in 


most Cases. 


Dont start a business without knowledge and vision if you don’t want its fate to be 


Dont just spend, invest wisely. More than that become wiser about saving. 
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Recovery 


The hurt and pain you're experiencing right now will expire. The end of it will birth 
a new beginning. How good your next journey pans out solely depends on your 
acceptability that what’s gone is gone. There's no living in two worlds; the past and 
the presence. No one who keeps turning to examine that past can ever be focused on 
the present, needless to consider its consequences on the future. 

The past is irrecoverable; it should serve as nothing but memories to push us further. 
Do you drive forward focusing on the rear-view mirror? The rear-view mirror is small 
for a reason, it will be a distraction. 

Leave the past alone, live while you are alive. Quit living in Limbo. 

The past is a lesson for the future, don't make it a burden. How convenient is it for 
you to travel with a lot of luggage as compared with traveling light? One is smoother 
and faster, for every wrong turn you make, it is easy to recover. My research exposed 
that those who focus on the negative part of their past never outgrow the misfortune 
it bears. We hear more tales of people who have been hurt severally than those who 
moved on from it. Reason is because; pain, misfortune, hurt, sufferings are places of 
comfort, and it’s easy to get lost in them. 

She fell into his arms and cried as she told him tales of how her ex broke up with her. 
He comforted her by offering her temporary safety. She thought within her, ‘he’s such 
a caring guy.’ She fell for him, loved him prematurely but he shattered fragments of 
her broken heart. He said to her, 

“Tm sorry but [’m not sure about this. I love you but I’m not just sure if a 
relationship with you right now will work. You're still healing.” 

After several bonding rounds of intimacy. 

“Ina esisi ki joni ’'emeji - once beaten twice shy.” 

Realize that misfortune only attracts sympathy, not love. It is a fertile ground for 
vulnerability, raising the likelihood of a re-occurrence to 99%. I knew this when I 
lost papa 17 years ago; tears attracted tears. After several hours of crying my mother 
finally went mute, then a woman came in rolling on the floor, crying aloud and 
asking my mum, 

“Ts it true that he’s dead? How will you train four children alone?” 

At that point my mother started crying again, tears more than before. 

Thank God for my uncle who realized that the woman was doing no good, he 
practically removed her from the parlor. 

That was the last time I saw her. ’m thankful we didn’t get lost in that experience. I'd 
rather cry for myself than watch people cry for me. 


When you cry alone, you express the bottled emotion, acquire relief and move on. 
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When people cry with/for you, it’s called mourning. They create an atmosphere of 
despair which drains your strength. 

You can start again by making the past a lesson but first you need to recover. Forget 
about what you've lost and look forward to a better replacement. 

I miss my father everyday but I stopped thinking about him in the stead of what he 
could have been because he can't. 

He was the best father until he died, died! There’s no point lusting after 
impossibilities. I can’t bring him back but I can make him proud of the man I’ve 
become. I picked myself up. You can do the same, recover. 

Let go of what is gone; ex, job, business, broken marriage, dead loved ones, name 
it. There’s no recovering without recovery. Your next bold step will be your start of 


something good. 
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BlindSeot 


In the third month of my service year I fell in love with a lady. Everything about her 
was just imperfectly beautiful. She had a pretty face, straight legs, gap tooth which 
magnified her smile and a creatively crafted moderate body. She’s probably reading 
this now. It took me seven weeks to talk to her because despite the fact that she 
looked that gorgeous I never heard her say a word to anyone. 

Made me wonder how someone that attractive never had a guy fighting for her 
attention. At first I concluded that she was a snob, then I excused her by assuming 
that she’s probably married. We were at CDS one morning when she walked up to 
me, she was a fan of my fiction. I featured weekly on NYSC’s blog. 

I didn’t waste time in telling her how much I'd looked forward to talking to her and 

I was glad she said she'd wanted the same for as long as I’ve been admiring her from 

a distance. I asked why she was always alone and she told me she wasn’t sure anyone 
would accept her with her scars. Lover-boy, I assured her that I would accept her. She 
smiled and asked me if I was sure, I affirmed with a strong nod. 

Without the knowledge of my friends I started caring for a stranger, she wanted to be 
a secret. I soon learnt about how she was hurt in her previous relationship and that 
made me love her more. She always wanted to talk about it but I’d always shut her up 
by telling her there’s no point dwelling on the past. Truth is I was also scared. I didn’t 
want her insecurities ruining what we were building. 

She soon found solace in me and after several failed attempts at trying to kiss her 
because she refused, she requested to kiss me. Wow! Finally! We kissed but that wasn’t 
the end, we kissed again and again till she turned off the light and began to strip. I 
did the same. We were close to doing the deed when she asked me again if I wanted 
to do it, I replied I'd love to if she wants me to. She said to me, 

“Get a condom.” 

I wasn't sure I had any but I desired her so much I decided to check my wallet. I 
turned on the light and my erection disappeared. She wore a lot of scars beneath her 
beauty. The moment she realized what had happened between my legs she began to 
put on her cloth. She cried and smiled at the same time and said, 

“T asked if you wanted to do this.” I remained dumb as I shivered. 

She had always wanted to tell me but I wasn’t willing to listen, I was selfish. The 
animal she broke up with before I met her treated her like a slave. She had scars from 
whips and stitches from knife stabs all over her body, except her face; the blind spot. 
There was more to her lone presence and beauty than I realized. That night she let me 
into her past and stripped her soul unto me, it was scarier than her body revealed. My 
heart wept as much as my eyes produced tears, I was afraid. The next time I heard 


from her she was at the airport, she left Nigeria and hasn't returned since. 
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Before that, she left Ibadan the morning after that revelation. Now we 

are just Facebook friends, we ‘can’t be friends.’ Her silence was audible but I couldn't 
hear. She tried to speak but I didn’t listen. 

I take the whole blame! 

I became the stranger! 

How much do you know about him/her? 

Love fails when we don't listen. The greatest romantic act is paying attention to each 
other’s heart and acts; sometimes they scream other times they whisper, but they are 
never silent. 


Dont touch her body if you can’t touch her soul. 
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Ave You Motivated? 


There was a time in my life when all I did was just survive. My life was boring. It 
was like nature’s forces were working against me. Nothing I did worked right and 
so I stopped doing things for the right reasons. I had no desires, no aspirations and 
definitely no motivation. I just didn’t want to die, for the fear of dying young. I 
stopped living, I was dead to life. 

It became horrible because no one knew what I was going through. I didn’t share 
with anyone and that caused some people to judge me wrongly. The condemnation 
was strong but that was only because I chose to be a lone victim. I didn’t even 
pretend to be happy. I stopped trying to get what I deserved, I settled for nothing. I 
paused my life but time didn’t stop. 


Everyone is facing one challenge or the other. At every point there’s a problem to 
solve or a situation to be addressed. Please note that it is a passing phase. The only 
way you will overcome is if you don't become the problem. When you walk around 
fire with the intention of killing it you feel the heat, jumping into the fire won't 
quench it. You will burn as you increase the flame. 


It is better to persevere endlessly than to give up helplessly. 


Sometimes what you need is a simple change of environment or strategy, as it worked 
for me. I stepped away from the fire, healed and came back with a better way to end 
it. I found a solution from another perspective. I saw from outside what I didn’t see 
inside. Heaven helps those who help themselves, not those who wait for death. 

You and I were created to solve problems. How can you win battles when the war is 
against yourself? You just have to stop fighting and find peace. If you don’t support, 
inspire and motivate yourself, the effort of others will only be futile. 


Stop existing and start living. 
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Start Now! 


I wake up every day with a renewed desire to write because it means everything to 
me. It is my talent, yet I understand that writing as a talent isn’t enough to make me 
great. What will make me great are my actions, efforts and attitude towards writing. 
What will make me great is how much I write and that’s why I write every day 
without apology. Some days I write so well, other days I’m just there, but every day I 
get better. 


Knowing how to do something isn’t sufficient to give you desired results, you have 

to do it. How else will the world know you can if you don't? The conditions for 
doing it doesn’t have to be favorable, you just have to start. Things get better but 
that’s dependent on the growth and development of an individual or environment; 
it’s a continuous process. I have never heard of any man who got results from doing 
nothing. For every effect there is a cause. How can you move your world if you aren't 
moving? 

However, the problem isn’t that we don’t try at all. It is that we expect too much from 
ourselves at times. We judge our progress by the lives of others. Is it that we give up 
too early? Don’t be deceived by the results of others. Vegetables are green but they 
don’t have strong roots, they can be easily uprooted but that’s not the same for a palm 


tree that takes years to grow its root. 


Everything takes different time for everyone. What you need to find out is how much 
time you require then persevere. Be sure that time is sufficient to get you the desired 
result. There will always be a conflict of opinion about you, don’t be distracted. 
Always remember you don’t need anyone’s approval. Yes, consider for instance those 
who will approve you for the wrong reasons and the ones that will criticize you for 
no reason. What you need is to have a clear picture of where you're headed, lock it in 
your heart and let it serve as your drive. Above all, be sure that you really want to do 


or be that which you have proposed in your heart. 


Courage isn’t fighting when everyone is by your side; it is staying strong when 

the world is against you. Stick with your gut! Do what you need to do and don’t 
apologize for it; people will judge you anyway. What’s unacceptable is doing nothing. 
The gift of a man will make way for him only if he starts journeying. The start is 


always rough; let no one tell you otherwise. It’s better late than never, start now! 
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Soar With Others 


I was having an assessment of my life so far over the weekend. How far have I come? 
How did I get here? And most especially, why am I still standing? 

Dve had help, thank God. 

After several hours of pondering about it I came to the conclusion that I am unique. 
I am because despite what life has thrown at me I have never ‘given up.’ I have 
considered it but never gone through with it. I keep telling myself, it’s better to come 
last with every sincere and sacrificial effort than not try or stop halfway because 
physical, emotional or the psychological atmosphere is unfavorable. I understand that 
getting some results take time but there will be nothing to show for my hard work if 
I don’t work hard. 

I want more from life, so I do more. I’m not where I desire to be but I can assure you 
I have the world’s attention. I look within me and search for ideas and answers that 
others need while in my storm. I discovered that it is easier to survive when people 
look up to and believe you. On certain days I’m very sad but seeing how much joy I 
dispense to others gets me in a better mood. 

Just in case you're losing faith in yourself please consider that there are a lot of lives 
keeping faith in you. If you lose yourself they will never find themselves but your life 
will be more meaningful if you devote it to helping them find themselves. You will 
only know how strong you are if you choose not to drown when a strong wave rolls 
you under the sea while rescuing someone. 

You will breathe again as a hero. Your strength is not in your name, definitely not in 
your physique, neither is it in your status. 

The bravery you exhibit is an accumulation and processing of the energy you carry 
within. Feel it! Tap into it! Use it! 

I have never heard anyone say ‘I believe in your name’, they say ‘I believe in you.’ 
Leads to the question, 

“Who are you and why do (should) they believe in you?” 

The world awaits your greatness; give them something to hold on to. Manifest your 
being, help others and experience first-hand fulfillment. 
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When To Let Go 


Relationships crumble because couples would rather patch things through than 
renovate, rebuild or abandon it. If you stay too long in an emotionally abusive 
relationship, chances are youd turn out to be a damaged soul. I have never seen 


anything patched retain its true beauty. 


Relationships are like houses, it gets old with time. It is your responsibility to know 
when to renovate. If there’s a broken structure in the building, it’s safer to break then 
rebuild than patch. Patching a relationship is hiding from the truth; looking away 
from the problem and making it worse. If you come to me for help, after a series of 


questions I can tell if your relationship can be rescued or not. 


The heart is too emotional to depend on. There are times when you have to let reality 
set in, be rational and radical with your analyses. 

Most of us know one truthful reason why that relationship shouldn't head for the 
altar but would rather create ten lies to propel it. Remember, your best excuse is still 


an excuse. 


Know when to walk away, know when to let go. It doesn’t mean you stopped loving 
the person, it simply means you don’t want that love to turn to hate. Like life, every 
relationship’s purpose is the pursuit of happiness. In the absence of this all efforts will 
be fruitless. Don’t stay in a relationship just to be dormant, be in one because he/she 


complements your imperfection. 

It’s good to make efforts to liven up your union but first ask yourself, does the other 
person want the same thing. It will be foolish to keep trying to make it work when 
the other party has moved on. Know when to let go! Learn how to walk away. Don’t 


let the house/heart collapse before you move out/on. 


Complicated? Reach out for help. 
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Only Today Matters 


Make sure today is significant. Start your day by praying, plan and do something 
drastic. Step out of your routine and make a difference. Do that which you are 
scared of doing. Be unpredictable, make a sudden move. Just make sure it is one step 
towards your desired destination. 

Scared of failing? Do it anyway. An attempt at failing is better than no attempt at all. 
Be desperate for a change. Push yourself beyond self-limits. The only way to make a 
difference is to be the difference. Therefore, do it like your life depends on it. 

There is only one day, TODAY. 

Make TODAY count before it becomes yesterday. Tomorrow belongs to those who 
understand the relevance of TODAY. Live the day like it’s your last. Be great! 
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Best Loser 


Manchester United was held to a 1 all draw. Minutes later someone who didn’t see 


the match called to ask me about the result. My response was 


“We almost won.” 

He was quick to add, 

“But you didn’t win.” 

Sometimes a consolation prize is fair enough but it doesn’t help us acknowledge in 
the real sense what we deserve. There’s a pain that comes with losing, the type that 
inspires you to do more. It’s okay if you call it a lesson. It comes with a reality that 
leaves you with no excuse. 

There is no excuse for failure. On the contrary, when you come second you get 
carried away in the euphoria of premature satisfaction. You nod or applaud yourself 


sympathetically as the world may. If you don’t come first you are also a best loser. 


Hence, losing isn’t supposed to make you lose yourself or sense of where you ought 
to be. It is to help you garner courage and positivity to break forth. In sports, you 
can only have one opponent, yourself versus the other(s). It is same in relation to 
everyone's life and purpose. I have never seen a competition that ended in a draw. 
There’s always a way to decide who gets the trophy because it can’t be shared. Two 
people can’t be the best, that’s why it should be you. 

I once flunked an interview. I called my friend and told her I did my best. I was 


calling for her sympathy. She said to me, 
“If you did your best, how come you didn’t get their assurances? Femi, you have to 
realize that even a second chance is a rare chance. Take it or lose it. Not good enough 


isn't good enough.” 


In the race to fulfilling your life’s purpose you can’t afford to be a best loser. 


Give it all or lose it all. 
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How Vid I Get Here? 


One day you will wake up and all your pain and suffering will be gone. When your 
life experiences a turnaround; what you've been through, where you have been and 
who you used to be won't matter. All that will matter is that you made it. As long as 
you don't compare your fortune with others’ and you remain focused on your goal 
you will live to tell the tale of how life made you. 

See, the road to every deserved destination is long and filled with distractions; self- 
doubt, castigation, laziness and sometimes inadequate passion. As long as you don’t 
get carried away youre bound to make a mark. 

You too will be rich. 

Your wife will not die barren. 

You will overcome the economic distress. 

You will find true love again. 

You'll get a job that pays your worth for less work. 

Heavens will respond to your pleas. The ones who see no good in you will seek for 
good in you. 

Your hard work will pay off eventually. 

One morning you'll wake up without having to bother about happiness because 
youll be a source of joy. Everything that caused you pain will fade and the 

years you spent suffering won't matter. One day you will ask yourself, 

“How did I get here?” 

The right answer I guess will be ‘consistency’, against all odds you remained steadfast. 
I woke up to tears of joy ONE morning. I’m a lover of art and so I am a fan of some 
great Nigerian writers. I heard the nomination list for the Nigerian Writers Award 
was out and I decided to check it out. I hadn’t scrolled for long when I saw my name 
on the nomination list; 

‘Letters to God’ had been nominated in the category for ‘fiction writer of the year. 
‘It’s a nonvoting category but even then I’m convinced in my spirit that I am a 
winner. How did I get here? I always thought I wasn’t good enough. 

T’ve sown the seeds (I’m still sowing), the harvest has just begun. 

The pain, suffering, betrayal, frustration, desperation and rejection are just seeds 


being sown, you'll harvest in due time. You will get there. 
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Know God 


Much has been said about the effect of religion on the world. I particularly have my 
bias against it. I'll like to restate that it is the problem of the world. It is the basis 

on which terrorism, racism and tribalism thrives. Oh! It is also the foundation for 
politics, exploitation and the 21th century slavery. 

I once co-wrote an article with my boss where we agreed that people these days 
choose to worship their religious leaders and make God an option, when in fact it 
should be the other way round. You can’t make a right decision because your pastor 
will be angry. You are afraid to chart a certain course because the only time you get 
blessed is under a certain man of God. Stagnation in the name of blessing! 

Bomb goes off every minute with the belief that one god is more supreme to the 
other. People are killed because of the idea that one religion is truer than the other. 
Just one man stood up and convinced a lot of people of a strange idea of God as 
someone who goes to war to achieve peace. Maybe they now have political undertone 
but the problem is indeed religion. Personally, I think if there are various gods we'd 
have been made in different images and will be living on different earths. 

Someone kept us here, together for a reason. 

How can we make Him who is great feel so cheap? People now have strong beliefs 

in their pastor that they begin to doubt themselves. Others in their Sheik or Imam 
theyd willingly detonate a bomb on their bodies. Shameful part is that some of these 
so-called religious leaders find peace in making decisions for their members. 
Appalling aspect of the shame is how these members think their pastor has all the 
answers. What happens to having a personal relationship with God? Recently I heard 
of a marriage that ended, their pastor match made them. 

Yes, there should be leadership in religion but you need to realize that before you 
chose that religion, you were first a man. You are a human being, be humane. It is in 
being humane that you tap into your spirituality and manifest the purpose for which 
you were created. This is the true religion. Being God conscious, connecting with 
Him from within and allowing Him manifest in you. Create a relationship with him, 
spend time talking to Him and spend more time listening to Him. 

Not all religious leaders will lead you right. You have to discern who is right for you. 
Every life has a vision but not every vision complements the other. Christianity for 
instance, it’s good to regard all men of God and that’s just it. These men of God 
have different visions and patterns of relating with God. You'd go wrong if you come 
under the mentoring of one whose vision doesn’t align with you. It doesn’t mean that 
pastor isn’t spirit-filled; it simply means they are imperfect too. Void of spirituality, 
they are humans; they make mistakes and can be absolutely selfish too. See? 
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You are not truly born again or a convert of a certain religion if you dont find God 
from within. I see so many church goers, there are so much indoctrinated Muslims all 
over. Above all, I see very few God lovers. 

How can you claim to serve God and yet serve your pastor? Except you grow your 
relationship with God, your pastor will lead you to hell innocently. 

The question is do you know God? 
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HEARTY GRATITUDE 


| hope you encounter the essence of gratitude and 
selflessness in the next few pages. 

Each name discloses the tale of how 

| conquered my limitations in the 

year in review: 2016. 




















Torgerants 


God sees all things. He knows what will be before it becomes. Hence, He provides 
answers before you ask. It’s just mysterious that most times we are so blinded by 
what's consuming us that we fail to see what will unburden us. In certain moments of 
our life’s struggle, what we think we need isn’t usually it. 

It takes a certain level of knowledge and insight to spot an adequate solution because 
it is always hidden amidst problems. This lady, Toperants, was the first answer to 

my prayer points last year. Known her casually for over three years, she was just 
someone I held in high regard. Top-notch social media personality, artistic writer and 
career oriented. That’s all. For certain reasons affiliated with human imperfections, I 
wasn't willing to make a conscious effort to know her. Let’s just say I had unhealthy 
sentiments about knowing her until the first week of last year when we got the 
chance to chat for about five minutes. I realised she was God’s gift to me for the new 
year. We got talking and I paid attention to how much of goodness she enveloped 

in her heart, she is humble too. Spontaneously, I adopted her into my fold. I began 
to call her momma. I wasn’t sure of what role she was set to play in my life’s story 
but I didn’t let that influence how much I wanted our relationship to blossom. Few 
weeks later I published an eBook. I had always been willing but she pushed me 
beyond limits and I published another. I wrote more year because she taught me the 
fundamentals of self-development, do more, know more, earn more 

relevance. She ignored my weaknesses and showed me my strengths. One day, she 
told me I was a better writer than my favourite Nigerian writer, 

“He is just more popular.” She set high standards and helped me attain incredible 
heights. I was hurting from an emotional misfortune. She called one morning and 
scolded me silly, 

“I know you are pained but instead of brooding over someone that doesn't realise 
how much good you are, derive inspiration from this heartbreak and write a good 
story.” 

I wrote The Spark in My Quiet World. She was also the first client I delivered a meal 
to, with a handsome pay. Tope is always embracing my imperfections. We talk almost 
every day and she spends a significant time of our conversation planning with me. 
This woman charged my self-confidence. Meeting her was one of the best moments I 
had last year. Every business or organization needs a structure, Tope did that for me 
last year. Hopefully the next too, until ‘boo’ comes around as she desires for me. 
“Tam The Cooking Pen. Which would you like me to whisk up, food or words?” 
She coined that phrase. She is a true friend and supporter. She became my start of a 
beautiful year. She is the opening chapter of my hearty gratitude. 

She is my lantern in shrouded mystery. Thank you Tope. You are the best ever. 


Hearty Gratitude —————————_ 126 


2eaun Oaunloaio 


I read very few and selected books but I listen to the tales and heart of everyone that 
crosses my path for inspiration. Some will inspire you, others only look to make a 
boastful impression of what they aren't or ought to be. 

When you listen with an open mind, it isn't difficult to discern whose words, 
thoughts, heart and acts is purely to enable you become a better person. Biggie, as I 
like to refer to Segun Ogunbajo, is one of the few men whose story schooled me. An 
exclusive private screened tale of perseverance, diligence, heart break, 
disappointment, and then, grace to glory. 

Two years ago, he gifted me a laptop as a sign of his generosity and support to my life 
as a writer and blogger. He'd check on me from time to time to see how I'm fairing. 
Our conversations always ended with him telling me, 

“Good things take time.” 

In the first month of last year, I was feeling down from the pressures the previous year 
laid on my path. Toperants having scolded me, proposed a change of environment. 
She figured it would help me write better, and bring a breath of fresh air. I spoke to 
biggie about visiting him for a short while and he approved. 

I was with him for a month and three days. He cared for me and provided for my 
needs. He would return late from work and still make out time to chat with me. He 
discussed everything there was to discuss. How he roamed the streets of Lagos with 
his credentials before finally getting a job that paid so little, grew up in ranks, got his 
first car and met his beautiful and 

resourceful wife. He taught me to be faithful in little things. Above all, he always 
emphasised on the essence of healthy relationships. 

On his free days he always made sure we hung out. In that time, his wife gave me my 
first big cooking job in 2016. Thank you Auntie. 

I wrote my eBooks during my time at his place. Just last week, he called to ask about 
my progress. You can imagine his joy when he learnt that the eBook I wrote at his 
place got me a nomination. 

He thinks getting a girlfriend should be part of my 2017 goals. 

I totally agree. 

Biggie and Mrs. Ogunbajo, you are role models. Thank you so much. 
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Check Mate - Niyi Adekawmli 


God is the most reliable Being. However, it is in the manifestation of His reliability 
that He created certain people to ease us of certain mental and emotional stress. 
Special humans whose presence in your life is to fortify your push to fulfil purpose. 
Men whose purpose is to enable you amplify your hustle. 


Resilience is their attitude. “Go forward” is their watchword. 


Unmoved like an Iroko tree is how selfless they are in shielding you from disgrace and 
offering your their shoulder to lean on. I am thankful for one of such special persons 
who happens to be my check mate. You think I am a good writer? You should meet 
this great guy that does the checks and balances of my pieces. Niyi Adekanmbi. 

I know many men. Few good men. Fewer great men. I only know one significantly 
great man; Niyi. This isn’t flattery. It is hard to have him in your life and go wrong. 


Good thing we've been friends since secondary school. 


I woke up to his message one morning. He asked if he could edit my works before 
sharing. A selfless effort. So many sleepless nights, several spontaneous midnights. He 
never complains. If there will be a delay, he'd explain with so much humility, with 
remorse too. Niyi, your lifestyle humbles me. 


I know many church goers; this one is a God lover. 


When he heard about my nomination, he celebrated us. He is one of the few ones 
who understand how much sacrifice goes into my writing. I am bold to call him my 


brother anywhere and any day. 


When Lizzy, Then The Spark In My Quiet World crushed my hopes of love like a 
sledge hammer to an egg, Niyi was all the peace I required. He told me, 
“Tt’s a shame to know she’s blind to goodness.” 


Further encouraged me to show strength by loving myself. 


I don’t say this often; Niyi, I am grateful. You are special to me. I’m sure youre 
wondering why I haven't disturbed you recently, it’s because in 2017 you might have 
to resign from your job for our movement. With deserving dues too. We will be 
great. You've been true since day one, I’m thankful for you. 

You're the best. 


Thank you for always believing in me and never giving up on me. 
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Creative Break-Up 


Till date, I have refused to share the details of my most traumatic break-up last year. 
It definitely wasn’t with Lizzy, we never dated. It was with my boss whom I'd served 
heartily and selflessly for three years. I was the creative director of her magazine. I 
can't boast of so many things but I can beat my chest any day and lay claim to the 
fact that I was in love with her vision. 

One of the brightest, resourceful and industrious ladies I know. 

Even from this close distance I am still proud of her feats. This story isn’t to share 
blames, I’m simply thankful because the experience made me. 

Before my trip to Biggie’s place, I was struggling with my mental strength. I was 
gradually drifting away from myself. My being was in a chaotic state. Spirit, soul, and 
body at constant war with one another. It became more difficult because everyone I 
thought will understand was blind to my pain. To myself, I became a liability. 

It was difficult to write or even carve out a good thought. My soul was ugly. 


Pause... Permit me to use Woli Arole’s lines; 


“Woo, gbo mi daadaa. Problem e 0 kan aye”. You are the you that will free yourself 
by diesel fire and military force. When things get worse, the world totally forgets the 
goodness you possessed. May life never frustrate your heart to hate. Oro jade, ase 


tele.” 


I was still doing my best for the magazine despite fighting the battle of finding myself 
and writing my eBooks. My best wasn't good enough. I used to be mad at her but 
now I know it’s just part of human’s imperfection. I was tired of telling people what 

I was going through, and my boss too. I didn’t want to appear as the nagging type. 
Fairly, she sensed that I was drifting away but mistook that for being disinterested in 
my duties. Emotional rage held my heart captive. 

“How can she, after all these years of storming through obstacles together not see that 
I’m trying to be whole again? Isn’t a better me progress to her cause?” 

I purposed in my heart to take a long leave from my duty as a creative director, after 
the pending edition was out. I spoke with the assistant editor about it with these 


exact words; 


“T need to find myself. I need to grow my art. I’m stuck here. If I don’t establish 


myself, I can’t attain certain heights as a creative director. I ‘may’ be leaving Savvy.” 


She replied, “Hmmm. I understand.” That was it, she didn’t ask the right questions, 


why, how or what? I let it pass. I understood that everyone is fighting a war. 
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Then one morning, I woke up to a message from my boss whom I had adopted as a 
sister. She asked if we were having any of my pieces for the magazine. I said no. She 
never asked before now, she just says whichever she likes and that’s it. 

Why was she asking? She went ahead to say I was withdrawn, true. She stated that 
she sensed my resentment towards her, wow! 

She’s just being human; I have never judged her, not now. I corrected the impression 
without saying much, I wept in my room, with trembling hands till my phone fell 


off. See, in our chat, she said she wasn’t cold to me, 


“T just realised I also had to brace up. Cos you wont be there all the time. And your 


responsiveness to the things I ask you to help do has been dragging for a long time.” 


IT asked myself, why didn’t she think I also had to brace up because if my value drops, 
I’m as good as useless to her mission? Why didn’t she ask before then if/what I was 
going through? It was all about the job. 


Dear Bosses, there’s little productivity in the absence of a healthy relationship with 
your employees. Cater to their emotional needs too. It’s never always all about the 
money. That was it. I stayed away. I didn’t want to be a pest or let my negativity rub 
off on the magazine and other crew members. Yet, I loved her. I still do. 


Guess what? I am thankful for this experience. It made me a real man. I’m thankful 
for her too because she gave me a platform to do more by making me her creative 
director, I didn’t apply. 

With a heart of love, I am happy the magazine is doing great. 

See you at the top. Be savvy! 
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Positwe Feedloacks: 


Writer’s Connect 


When your world goes dark, follow the light within you. Everything can only go 
wrong when your heart stops beating. Your world doesn’t end if the blazing passion 
to survive doesn't stop burning from the bosom of your belly. You are your only hope 
of survival, it is a choice you have to make, to become extinct or bear good fruits 
again. I picked myself up, like a child whose parents pretended not to see his fall. 
The world was not looking; waiting for sympathetic attention was a waste of precious 
moment. So I took the way forward, forward! 

The first eBook launched me into a relevant world of fame. The type of popularity 
that is carved from purpose. Reviews began to fly in, but first I got a congratulatory 
message from Lizzy on the eBook. She came back months later, I'd save that comic 
tale for another chapter. Anyway, writers I admired from a distance reached out to 
become friends. Thanks to my boss, Omojava, we were able to monitor the number 
of downloads. In the first week of release we hit over 570 downloads for The Spark 
In My Quiet World. It got better by the day and I didn’t need to be told I had the 
world’s attention. 

I got pumped up by so many positive reviews and constructive criticisms. I dropped 
the second eBook, Letters to God. The glow in my life was too sudden, humility 
became humble. I got to know other beautiful writers and personalities. 

So many people gave their support, notable ones are Love and Sayo of Capeworx, 
Praise Oluwarinu and Elsie of www.elsieisy.com who shared the eBook on her blog. I 
watched my fan base grow activity, every one of you guys are my family. 

I’m thankful for you. For the first time since birth I was interviewed, by ‘“Murewa of 
Scarlet Pieces. I remember being asked what inspired my first eBook. I answered, 
“\..there is a purpose for every relationship, if you choose to see it for what it is. 
Irrespective of the dividends. Some lovers are blessings, others are lessons...” 

In my heart, my break-up with savvy was a lesson and Lizzy’s irregularity was a 
blessing. Look at me now. I can’t go a day without writing. I stepped out of my 
comfort zone. I began to write daily motivational and relationship tips. 

Look at me now. No day expires when not one person reaches out for counselling. 
With God’s divine wisdom, I have been able to help several relationships. 

Breaking news? I’m not even started yet. By my count I have about nine writers (of 
different age groups) that I mentor. 

Tam thankful for the pain. I am thankful for the misfortune. I am thankful for the 
strength I found to live again. 


Realize this; rising up is more gracious after a fall. Don’t ever stay down. 
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Phellaz 


On our journey to the future we come across a lot of people. Some stay for a while 
but make lasting impressions while few fit into our life’s purpose and become 

family. Severally, I have conceived an idea of my desired destination but I rarely 
consider what route will lead there. Until I hit a turn, I just keep going. Sometimes 
we find ourselves stuck in traffic, hereby creating the need to change our route. We 
experience annoying delays, to later realise that it was for a greater good. 

Sometimes a curse can be a delayed blessing, like rain after years of drought. It is 

in similar manner that I stumbled on Ajetunmobi Oluwafemi, Phellaz as we call him. 
The mystery in life as it unfolds is to see a stranger become a friend, then family. The 
magic of this is the enlightenment that blood may be thicker than water but there 
will be no blood without water. 

Pm awed at the unrivalry of water. I needed shelter, Phellaz gave me a home. In a 
strange land, he adopted me into his family. He calls me brother and no one ever 
questions the authenticity of that decree. Phellaz, I just want you to know I’m 


thankful for you. As you have always been, you were a gift to me in 2016. 


Phellaz celebrated me last year more than he did in the previous years. He made 

me believe I could breakthrough. He gave me his constant support. When my 
eBook dropped, he was the first to do a BC. When I was sick, he gave his cash and 
attention in making sure I got better. For every interview I attended he renewed my 
confidence with positivity. We’ve stormed through days together. Even had our share 
of disagreements but that has only strengthened our bond. 

Whenever I drift aimlessly he pulls me back into his circle. I look at him and I see 
someone who wants the best for me. He introduced me to his family and became my 
adopted elder brother. Generous and gentle. He is selfless, welcoming, endearing 
and forgiving. Make a mess and he still gives you the benefit of doubt. A great guy 
and true leader, he brings everyone together. Phellaz, one thing has kept me going 


and that’s what you always say to me, 


“Dont get bothered over what you can't help. Move on and hope the next becomes 
the best.” 


Thank you sir. May the Lord reward your kind heart. 
You are an important piece of my 2016. 
Pm thankful for Phellaz, the world will be a better place if everyone had one of him. 
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Adetoye - Hotsauce 


I think it’s safe to conclude that the world only reckons with the success derived from 
boundless sacrifices. They do not necessarily care how much pain you had to bear, or 
suffering you had to inevitably endure. 

I observe closely as people take random guesses as to how we got here and why our 
bond is rock solid. It thrills me to know that most people desire what we have, what's 
unacceptable is most of them aren't willing to travel the miles we walked. They don’t 
understand what we've been through together. It remains a mystery to them that we 
derive strength from what causes other relationships to wither. People qualify me 


with several words; a charmer, talented, selfless and loyal guy. 


Only one thing comes to mind when they do; YOU! FOWE ADETOYE. 

Pm like, “wait till you meet my friend.” 

Pm thankful for you this year. More thankful for the lessons you've impacted on me 
over the years and the everyday availability of your support to my cause as a cook 
and writer. Without comparison to anyone else, I want you to know that you're the 
best ever. I look at you and the word family isn’t far-fetched. Sometimes I conclude 
that meeting you saved me from mental and emotional poverty. You don’t just know 
me, you see through me and never shut me out, even when i’m consumed with self- 


imperfection. 


These days I don’t speak and worry about my Yoruba accent or H-factor anymore. 
You taught me well, those slaps behind my head were worth it. 2016 marks my first 
time on air, I came back and you expressed how much pride filled you as I spoke. 
Confidence reign within me and I ended up on TV, as a presenter. You read every of 
my post and pointed out my mistakes with love. 

That has made me an accountable writer. You inspire me in several ways. Thank you 
son. Last night I got lost in the thought of our future. I created beautiful memories of 
how Id tell your children the tale of how we came to be. I mumbled to myself these 
words, “loyal, generous, deep, charming, principled and proud in appealing ways.” 
You make a difference in the life of anyone who crosses your path and expect nothing 
in return. Being friends with you makes living so easy. 

Last year, we've had our taste of sweet and sour experiences, together and as 
individuals too. 

Through it all, walking with you has made me grow. I admire your strength, it is 
immeasurable. 

This year will be greater. We will conquer our limitations, then the world. 

Thank you brother. 
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Sesan Lbitoye 


Great friendship isn’t measured in longevity, it is weighed upon loyalty, sacrifice 

and respect. However, a fusion of longevity and the above features is what accounts 
for the greatest friendship. Such friendship that births reliable partners, bonds and 
brotherhood. A rare friendship that preaches the essence of never walking alone. 
Knowing that if you fall, someone is waiting to pick you up. Secure in the reality that 


if you get missing, someone will come looking for you. 


My most recent encounter with a client enlightened me, not all beautiful friendships 
are peaceful. Some are slaves to hidden chaos. Sesan and I have been friends for 
over a dozen years, every minute of it has only been enveloped in serenity. In these 


valuable years I haven't been stranded for once, he answers when I call. 


Detailed to the last line, he’s one of the best Barristers around. With him, mistakes 
are bound to occur just once. He'd ask me hundreds of questions for one right 
answer. He is a lazy reader and that annoys me a lot, he expects me to narrate every 
of my piece to him and tell him the morale too. He makes up for it in adequate ways 
but first he says, “shey you wan dey vex for your Brother ni?” I love him! 

This year he made it his life’s duty to see that I don’t walk into slavery out of 
desperation. This year he supported me in every way. He spends a lot of time 
reassuring me of how great I am. 

He thinks for us, Toy inclusive. We plan and create magical moments together. I 
made a number of mistakes last year and Sesan never judged me. I also recorded 
some successes too and he was always the first one to pop a champagne. 

He is a cheerleader! Sesan, I’m thankful for you. 

I am not ashamed to call you my friend. 


With every sense of responsibility, you are the best, younger brother. Hehehe. 
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Voyeensola Pest 


These notes about the review of my life last year would be false if I don’t embrace it’s 
imperfections with all sincerity. Last year, I was right and wrong. I loved and was not 
loved back. I felt outrageous rage for undeserving reasons. I was truthful and 
sometimes vain. I disregarded and disrespected certain people and situations 
subconsciously. Also taken for granted in my absent minded state people who are 
important to me. I was humble in silence for too long and failed to realise my ego 
had taken charge of my relationship with one of my favourite persons. I’m thankful 
for her but even more thankful for the privilege to own the blame before the spoils 


becomes rotten. I’m talking about Adegoke Doyinsola whom I nicknamed Pest. 


She was everything that made me smile and I’m still shocked that I almost threw 
that away. I first called her Pest because she took charge of my thoughts. When ’m 
down, she’s calling. When I’m happy, she’s annoying. For her, being normal is totally 
unacceptable. You know what they say about everyone getting to display few minutes 
of madness. I had my minute and it was Doyin who instigated it. Any day without 

a feel of her being was incomplete. Her insults and abuses were the highlights of my 
day. My friend, sister and critic. 

She ‘was’. 

Last year we experienced a tragic decline in our relationship. I wasn't there when she 
needed me. I didn’t care to ask ‘how well?’ I was foolish to make it all about myself, 
it was always about us. At first I made distance the excuse, now I realise even my best 
excuse is still an excuse. How insensitive can someone be to watch on as the magic in 
his life fly away? It is more evident now that silence is as dangerous as well as being 
golden. Now we just seem like passersby in each other’s lives. 

Why did we ignore the warning signs? 

P’'M SORRY. I WANT IT ALL BACK, AND BETTER. 

Pest, you are so important me. Without you my story would be incomplete. All the 
insults, I want them back. This year I need your love, more than ever. Let’s break this 
silence, today. I didn’t call you Pest so you could walk away. This is about you and I. 
If we don’t fight for US, no one will. They don’t care that much. Hold my hands and 
let’s stamp on thorns through this slippery road to victory. 

I wouldn't trade your place in my life for any other person. 

There is only one of your type, and that’s you. I love you baby. 


Let’s move on to better days. 


Hearty Gratitude —————————_ 135 


Enn Mae of Chulolby Cheeks 


I ended last year on a high because I learnt a very valuable lesson in its last few weeks. 
There are phases in life that are realistically unpleasant and controversial. Those 
phases aren't mistakes; they are routes you have to go through to fulfil purpose. It 
could mean meeting someone that will change the course of your life’s journey for 
the best. It could also mean being life-schooled in preparation for what’s coming. 
Except it is born from human choice, nothing in life is a mistake. Sometimes we need 
to look beyond the irregularities, and seek the treasure in the cloudy situation. 

This was how I met Eniola, EnnMae. 

I joined a group on Whatsapp; writer's community. It was a strange thing for me 

to do but I did it anyway. It is a good place for writers to grow, I have. Then came 

a time when the admin proposed that everyone should have a writing partner from 
the group. I didn’t know who EnnMae was, I wanted someone else but he got paired 
with another. Left with no choice I settled for her, I didn’t realise then that God was 
giving me more than a writing partner. 

Indeed, He was giving me a sister, friend and listener (I’m tempted to use stronger 
words). From our first chat, we connected. After some horrible experiences, I was 
having a tough time letting people into my life. Like others I shut her out, she took 
the back door. I’m thankful she stole her way into my life. I appreciate her more for 
that. I have female friends but she’s the second to actually pray with me instead of 
sympathizing with me. 

The first is another lady that will appear in the coming chapter. She would chat with 
me and tell me about God. In a short while she revealed the way God works, the 
truth I was ignorant of. We would stay on the phone for minutes discussing my well- 
being and career. Who is this lady? One morning she let me into her life. From then 
till date I do not know a stronger woman. 

She had gathered strength from years of soul groping experiences. She is like iron 

to the Blacksmith. Beaten, put in fire, beaten again, returned into fire, put into 
water, and the result, beauty from pain. I won't give you the details but this woman 
conquered an abuse that has broken so many women. Eniola is a super woman and 
a superb leader. These days, she sleeps in Nigeria and wakes up in Ghana, all for the 
purpose of helping women attain relevance in the society and young ladies make the 
right choices before marriage. I’m thankful because she told me her story, beauty 
from ashes, it changed my perception of life. I’m thankful for her because she didn’t 
let her past mar her life. More thankful because life’s irregularity hasn't brought her 
doom but lessons. I love this woman. She calls me Chubby Cheeks and pampers 

my soul. Baby, I wish you the best 2017 has to offer. I love you in a million and one 
ways. You make mystery look so beautiful. Thank you EnnMae. 
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Vonteewhy 


The first time I came across him we had an argument. I remember stating my facts 
in a rash manner, | didn’t want to be bullied over. He wouldn’t have it too, he came 
across stronger. I could only think of one thing... 

“What’s this one feeling like? A bookie?” 

The argument ended and the same guy invited us (Phellaz and I) for a drink. That 
single act brought us closer, for today and the future. He is Tayo Ikudaisi but we all 
call him DonTeeWhy. 


Pm thankful for him in 2016 because through it all he remained a brother. He is one 
of the few people that don’t wait until you get into trouble before they help. He is 
very intelligent but more generous. If he senses a problem, he doesn’t wait for things 
to get bad before he tackles them. I don’t know which I admire more, his bluntness 
or motivational analyses of situations. I’m sure of one thing, he is loyal and real. 

In his own storm and utmost inconvenience, hed still look out for others. 

DontTee will ignore his complaining account balance and buy a good meal for 
everyone. Very accommodating and jovial. 

On certain days he'd joke “Cooking Pen Baba, Fragu Romero.” On other days, he'd 
ask about my plans for the next day. 

Last year he helped me in the process of mind renewal. He strengthened my self- 
confidence. For everything I was scared to do, he made me start. He invested in my 
business; gifted me cash and resources. Introduced me to people that mattered. 

He once said to me, “Fragu, what will matter at the end is the result. 


Right now what you do with your life is your choice. 


Whatever happens, be prepared. I’m more thankful for his wife for allowing him own 
a second family. Not all wives can accommodate their husband’s friends. 

Mrs. DonTeeWhy was a beautiful bride but she is a more beautiful wife. Thank you 
dear, may the Lord uphold your home. Amen 

I'd also like to take this time out to apologise to DonTee for taking our brotherhood 
for granted at some point. I was enveloped in my troubles I didn’t realise you were 


right there where you used to be. This year, we will sail to higher heights. 
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Adeloisi Vedun 


Like I said in the preceeding chapter, there are two ladies that spend time praying 
with and for me. EnnMae and Adebisi Dedun. Of course my mother is my ultimate 
prayer warrior. Dedun is very dear to my heart. She is a proof that the one you know 
cant be much of a friend as the one who knows you. She knows me and for every 
time there is a void in my life, she’s been around to fill it up. She has been a very 
attentive sibling. If a female voice calls out on a dark night and says ‘egbon’, it can 
only be her. If I get missing in the world beyond, she will bring me back home into 
sanity. She’s heaven sent, an angel called forth to make my journey easier and 
comfort me in distress. I am thankful for her this year. She served as key to many 
locked doors I dreaded to open. 

During my trip to the hospital this year, she abandoned her job and stayed with 

me. We visited every lab and doctor together. When I left for my house, she stayed 
behind to pick up my test results. Without her, some long roads will have been 
bumpy too. At some point she became my P.A. She didn’t always have the solution 
but she never stopped searching. I cherish her like my eyeballs. 

I think of her and one word comes to mind, virtuous! 

We fight a lot. I spend adequate time scolding her with love. There are times she gets 
angry and keeps her distance but she never destroys the bridge of love separating us, 
it is also the only thing that connects us. Young and beautiful, with a small body and 
big engine. Capable of moving mountains that scare big people. 

Pm thankful for her because she also took a bold step this year. She’s in her home and 
I can't wait to become a godfather next year. I love you dear sister. 

On my birthday she prayed for me then said, 

“Egbon be patient. Wait for the right time or create one.” 

I created a beautiful year deriving inspiration from her. 

Thank you Dedun. 
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Shaloa 


“Resolutions are useless if they don’t provide real solutions. Don’t start your day 
(or the New Year) by talking about what you will do or change in yourself, do it 
and make it a topic. You create more problems for yourself by not doing what you 
boasted to do.” 


I coined the above quote thinking about this young and beautiful lady, Shaba! A 
light analysis of her life shows someone who does more and says little. CEO at a 
worthy age, her name is Feyi Akinwale. She’s always in search of a solution and never 


pondering on the problem. Earlier last year she said to me, 


“Hun, I’m proud of you. You're doing great with your writing. That Lizzy in your 


eBook sha dinnor have sense of insight.” 


These days I and my friends abuse each other with that line. If you act shy we'll say 
“you lack sense of belonging.” Lmao. Thank you Shaba. P’m sure you aren’t conscious 
of this. About that same time she told me, 


“Femi the world doesn’t just want ideas, the world wants ideas that have solutions 
embedded therein. I’m starting my Company, I want you as my Creative Director. I 
could use your help, your writings provide solutions, can’t you see?” 

I didn’t even realise that. I disagreed to be her Creative Director, still being haunted 
by the break-up with my former boss. Shaba didn’t force me. Instead, she went 
ahead to tell me I could start consulting for people on love affairs and counseling the 


emotionally sick. Here I am saying “thank you Feyi.” 


I dedicate all the relationships I’ve helped last year to you. She didn’t give up on me. 
She returned with so much persuasion about coming on board with 
her company, this time I said yes, for one reason. She helped me realise that my 


former boss was just being human and that she could also do the same. Her words, 
“She didn’t wrong you, she didn’t realise what you were going through. You made 
things complicated by lurking in the dark. I can shoot at the dark and the bullet will 


kill you, did I mean to kill you? Forgive yourself, forget the incidence and move on.” 


I love you Feyi. Thank you. The XONO journey will be greater this year. 
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“Femi, I respect the fact that your art is personal and your style is unique but I need 
you to do more. To be different in your chosen field, you have to create, curate and 


co-create. Nonetheless, I have to admit that your writing skills have improved a great 


deal. Well done.” 


That was what he said to me the last time he received me as a guest in his house. 
One of the few good men | know. Confidently established, with a mental edge too. 
Abiodun Oladipo. 

Known him since service year and he has developed his mind by the day. When 

he wants something, he goes all out for it. For him, risking it all isn’t risky, it is a 


necessity. I’m thankful for you this year brother. 


There is a wealth that helps one amass greater wealth. It is called the wealth of 
positivity. Dippy K possesses this wealth as he only sees the goodness in every 
situation. It isn’t surprising to see him glow in his chosen field. Fearless personality; 


he doesn't joke with family. 


I look at him and relish seeing him become a husband and father. Last year he made 
deserving strides by taking sacrificial steps. He is all about making the difference, 


sometimes I feel he doesn’t even realise he’s the difference. 


Dippy K, thank you for everything, especially for being a brother. I’m thankful for 
you this year because you became the man you aspired to be. More thankful because 
you arent satisfied with that, you want to do more. You're the best bro, this year 


awaits you with so much fertility. 
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Aviyo + Damian = Hageiness 


I had to merge these two together because they possess a similar spirit. For a fact I 
think the only difference between them is their complexion and height. As a matter 
of fact, they are about the freest spirited set of human beings I know. 

To both men, sadness is an unacceptable problem, frowning is a sin and being too 
serious is unhealthy. As the Lord lives I state this, no moment with/around them is 
spent in negative sanity and positive insanity. Their silence is comical, and their acts 
outrageously thrilling. Recently, someone said, 


“stay in a room with these two for ten minutes and you'll get high on happiness”. 


Life in 2016 wasn’t boring because they shared it with me. There had been no time 
when I drifted into a lonely state of mind that either of them hadn’t been there to get 
me back on track. I’m laughing right now. Thank you Lord for these two ‘Idiots’ , ’m 
thankful for you guys. 

Ariyo, he will say, 

“Ore mi cooking pen. Fragu!” 

We'd stay up on certain nights and talk. Switching from topic to topic, and then the 
idiot will just pop the question..., 

“If the trumpet should sound now, Fragu how far?” We'll retire to bed thereafter 
re-dedicating our lives to God. Hell of a dancer too, with his paralytic shoki as he 
bounces on one leg and folds his right hand onto his forehead, in a back and forth 
motion. I love this man. He is also a fine Barrister. Thank you for always creating 


magic in my life, most especially for the support. I love you. 


Damian. I still don’t understand why God chose to gift me such a beautiful trouble. 
Those who know us will attest to the fact that we fight everyday and end up hugging. 
He is a talkative, our uncontested host for every party. At DonTeeWhy’s wedding, 

he was the hype man. He shouted “Don Tee’ over a thousand times. Why? That’s just 
how liberated his soul is from worries. Comedian of the inner republic of “We Four’. 


Fool, I love you as much as you hate Wenger. Up gooners! 


Save the comedy, these guys are resourceful, thoughtful and creative. 
The latter as an Igbo boy will solve you if you become a problem. The former will 
solve you if you become a case. Together they will dissolve your problem with so 


much happiness. Can’t wait to share more happiness with you this year. 


Pl buy a truck full of coke. Thank you Sirs. 
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PhUAhav 


When everything goes wrong with you on the inside, putting on a smile and a happy 
attitude doesn’t give you away. You might be bruising, struggling and hurting, what 
keeps you going is the courage not to stop fighting. It is the realization that you were 


made for a purpose and everything sometimes will go wrong before it goes right. 


Life’s inadequacies and irregularities are manifestations of divine ordination. 
Nature has no choice, you do. Hence, it is up to you to determine what happens 


when everything is clumsy. 


Tam thankful for this lady because against all odds she found her strength and 
established herself in the storm. She understood that every storm ends and so she 
persevered, steadfastly. My dear Jennifer, I’d have to state again with all sense of 
responsibility that I don’t know a stronger lady. 

A father, husband and leader to her siblings and family. This year she made her mark; 
she stopped thinking and talking about what she wanted to do, she did it. Our 
relationship probably hit a little decline this year but from this distance I am very 
proud of her. 


She began her own company and it has only gotten better. I’m thankful for you baby. 
Shughar, remember a line in one of my several love notes to you, few years ago. I 
said, 


“If I ever lose out on being your man, I'd be your friend of every moment.” 


That hasn't changed. 2016 boxed me in a corner. I didn’t reach out often, ’m 

sorry. This year will be better. I can’t wait to see where 2017 takes you. I look at 
Hairffliation and I’m filled with pride to see you shine. 

Since the last time we met, I haven't stopped boasting to my friends about how you 
can make their skin and hair glow. You're a beautiful soul and talent. You're a Super 


woman. 


T also want to say thank you for helping me find the words to write my eBook. Thank 
you for the plenty times I had to disturb you to edit. Thank you for always picking 
when I call. Thank you for understanding me. 

Thank you for never giving up on me. 


I love you baby. 
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Hele Mates 


“Owo kan o gberu de ori, agbajo owo laa fi n so aya.” 

The above Yoruba adage is an expression of how much strength is in unity, with 
further emphasis on the fact that no man is an island. It also gives an insightful 
analogy that a man can only be an island when he’s surrounded by water, without 
which he'd just be a land; barren or fruitful. I'd like to state that water in this context 
is the people around you that make your life beautiful and significant. 

‘They put up with your imperfections and understand that you are an untapped 
resource. They are help mates, companion in every condition. This year, against all 


odds my mother and siblings have been my support system. 


Tam thankful for them. I ponder on what used to, is and will be, I always conclude 
that without them, the tough will be tougher. I’m grateful to God for choosing this 
beautiful family for me. My mother. My spine. My prayer warrior. My girlfriend. 


Alabaro mi, she knows before I say. 


Oludamoran mi, she shares my burden. Our bond, a beautiful mystery. Through it 
all she has been my most reliable source of strength. Every walk has been with her. 
Every talk with her has made the difference. She sees my work as her career. Edging 


on 30, she still pampers me like an infant, with overwhelming love. 


She gives me happiness. She drives me towards my goal. She is my melodic alarm, 
consciously reminding me to live a purpose driven life. I’m thankful for her. 
Mother, I love you like my life depends on it. You're the best! 

My siblings (Tosin, Oyinda and Titilayo) are like beautiful flowers used to adorn 
braided hair. They make the ordinary look extra-ordinarily beautiful. We don’t see 
each other often but they look up to me with so much love. This year, I didn’t meet 
all their needs, it didn’t create chaos. 

They never hesitate to make me realise that I matter to them, we bond stronger. 
There are times when I forget to reach out, they remember me and accuse me with so 
much love that leaves a smile on my face like melted chocolate on the mouth. 

Such talented individuals with a heart of gold. 

Selfless and purposeful too. ‘Love of my life’. 


They are everything that makes sense to me and they are faithful through it all. 

Pm thankful for them. They make uneasiness look simple. They make me look so 
deserving, worthy to be called a husband and father. I thank God for giving me this 
family. This year will be greater! You guys are the best. 
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The Greatest 


My first instinct was to title this piece ‘world’s greatest’, but then I thought to myself, 
He owns the world. He is the greatest mystery that transcends the universe. 

The one in whom there is no lie or deceit. The beginning from the end, that exists 
only in Himself. He is time as the manifestation of His creative prowess. 

The Lord Almighty, perfect in mercy and grace. The king of humanity and will of 


every man. Without whom you and I would have been consumed in 2016. 


The year was tough but I survived because I have a tougher God. So many waters 
travelled under the bridge. Situations made me vibrate but God stood for me. The 
wind of temptation blew strongly but my faith in Him didn’t waver. For every time 
I met a closed door, He opened another. I sailed through the fierce storms because 
He stood with me. I walked where I didn’t see, He protected me. by His provision I 
harvested where I didn’t sow. He replenishes my body with His strength daily, and 


multiplied unto me the gift he gave me with the courage to put it to good use. 


He is God and I am thankful to Him. He blesses me inspite of my location and 

situations. I am grateful to you and for my family and friends. 

Thank you especially for loving me inspite of me . 

You have given me more than | deserve and helped me write a new song. I didn't 
serve You as much as You deserve yet You remain faithful in every way. 

Thank you Lord. There is no me without You. 2017, I will walk with You alone. 
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